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UPON THE 


'JESUITS: 


Written in the Yzar 1679. 


And ſome othoe 


PIECES 


By the fame 


H A N D. 


| The Second Edition mo2e Conrectd 
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LONDO MXN: 


{ Printed for Foſeph Hindmarſh, at the 
| Black Bull in CGornbill, 1682. 


Advertiſement. 


FTE Anther might here ( atcor- 
| ding to. the laudable cuſtom of 
Prefaces) entertain the Reader 
with « Diſcourſe of the Original, 
Progreſs, and Rules of Satyr, and 
let him waderſland, that be has lately Read Caſau- 


bon, end jeveral other Craticks npen the Point ; but 
at preſent be #® minded to wave it, as a vanity he win 
wo wile fond of, Fits only intent now 15 to groe a 
(ri f account of what be Publiſhes , in order to pre- 
nent what conſares be forejees may Colon ably be paſt 
[ bereapon + And that is, afYoloweth : 

IWhat be calls the Prologue, is in imitation of 
Perſius, who bas prefix 4 ſomewhat by that Name be- 
fore his Book of Satyrs, and may ſerve for a pretty 
goed Authberity. The firſt Satyr he drew by Sylla's 


Ghoſt 72; + great Johnſon, which may be okay 
' 


by ſome ſirokes and touches therein, however ſhort they 
come of the Original, In the ſecond, be only follan'd * 
the ſwinge of his own Gents. T he Derfegn, and ſome 

paſſages of rhe third were taken ont f the Franciſcan 

of Buchanan. Which Ingeunous confefſian be thinks | 
ft to male, to ſhew be has more modeſt 1 than the comt- | 
wor Padders in Wit of theſe times, He doubts, there | 
way be ſome few wiſltakes in Chronology therein, which | 
for want of Books he could not inform himſelf in. If 
the wie! Reader meet with any ſuch he may the more 
eafely pardon them upon that ſcore. Whence be had 


the hint of the faurthy-is ebvicw to all, that are any 


thing acquainted with Horace, And without the Au 


therity of ſo great a Prefident, the making of an Image 
ſpeak, is tut an ordinary Miracle in Foetry. He ex- 
pedls, that ſowe will tax him of Buffoonery, and tare. 
ey boly things into ridicule, But let them Read, bow 


| 
fevercly Arnobius, LaQtaptius, Minutius Felix, aud 


the grave Fathers, have rally d the fopperies and 
faperſitions of the Heathen, and then confider, whe- 
ther theſe, which be bas daſen for bis Argument, art 


mo” 


| 


Ss 


not as wortby of laughter. The only difference its, 
that they did it in Proſe, as he does in Verſe, where 
perhaps tis the more allow able. 

At for the next Fortn | which is the moſt liable to 
tenſare ) though the World hat green it the Nane of 


the Saryt avamfſt Verrue, he declares tas never de- 


few'd to that imtent, how apt foeve) ſome may be to 


wreſt it. And this appears by what is ſaid alter its 
and is diſcernable enongl. 0 all, that have the ſence 
to wnderfland it, "Twas meant 10 abuſe theſe, who 


valued themſelves wpon their Wit and Parts in prat- 


fing Vice,and to fbew, that others of ſober Principles; 


if they would tate the ſame liberty in Poetry, could 
firain as high rants in Profanencſs as they. At firſt he 
intended it not for the publick, nor to paſs beyond the 
priovacy of 'wo or three Friends, but ſeeing it had the 
Fate to ſteal abroad in Manuſcript, and afterwards in 
Frint, without his knowledy ; be now thinks it a ju 
ftice due to his own Reputation, to have it come forth 
witheat theſe faults, which it has ſuffer d from T ran- 


feribers and the Preſs hitherto, and which make it a 
worſe 


worſe Satyr upon himſelf, than upon what it was de 
fon'd. 

Something ſhould be ſaid too of the laſt Trifle, if it 
were worth it. 'T was occaſton'd upon Reading tbe late 
Tranſlations of Ovid's Epiſtles, which gave bim a 
mind to try what he could do upon a like Subjett. T hoſe 
being already foreſtal'd, he thought fit to make choice 
of the ſame Poet, whereon perhaps he has takew too 
much liberty. Had be feen Mr. Sandys bis Tranſla 
tion before he begun, be never durft have ventar'd : 
Since he has, and finds reaſon enough to deſpair of biz 
undertaking. But now tis done, be is loth to burn 


it, and chuſes rather to give ſomebody elſe the trouble. | 


l 
[ & 


The Reader may) As as be pleaſes, ertber like it, &r put | | 


it to the wſe of Mr. Jordan's Works. Tis the frff 
attempt, he ever made in this kind, and likely rnongh 
to be the laſt, his vein "(if be may be thought to have 


any ) tying another wav. 


| 
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\'SATYRS 


UPON THE 


JESUITS: 


PROLOGUE. 


«| F: R who can longer hold 2 when every Prefs, 
at -| 


'T 


\' 5 


The Bar, and Palpit too has broke the peace? 
When every ſcribling Foo! at the alarms 


" "Tha drawn his Pen, and riſcs up in Arms ? 


| And not a dull Pretender of the Town, 

But vents his gall in Fampbiet up and down? 
When all with licence rail, and who will not, 
Muſt be almoſt ſuſpetted of the PLOT, 

And bring his Zca/, or ciſe lus parts in doubr? 


B 


z P ROLOGT EF. 


In vain our Preaching T ribe attack the Foes, 


In yain their weak Artifery oppoſe : 
Miſtaken honeſt men, who gravely blame, 
And hope that geatle Dottrine ſhould reclaim. 
Arc Texts, and ſuch exploded rrifles fir 

T impoſc, and ſham upon a Jeſwir 2 

Would they the dull Old Fiſher mer compare 
With mighty Swarez, and great Eſcobar 3 
Such rthred-barc proots, and ale Antboreies 
May 7s poor ſimple Zererichs tuſhee : 

But to a ſcar'd /enatian's Conſcience, 


Harden, as his own Face, with Impudcace, 


Whoſc Faith in contradichon-borc, whom Lacs, 


Nor non-ſcnce, nor umpollibilitics, 

Nor ſhame, nor dcath, nor damning can alfail : 

Not theſe mild fruitlels methods will avail. 
'Tis pointed Satyr, and the ſharps of Wit 

For ſuch a prize areth' only Weapons fit : 

Nor nccds there Arz, or Genius here to ule, 


Where Indignation can create a mule : 


PROLOGY F. 3 

Should Parts, and Narure tail, yer very ſpitc 
Would make the arranr'it 1114, or Withers write, 

It is refolv'd: henceforth an endlcis War, 
I and my Muſlc with them, and theirs declare ; 
Whom neither open Malrce of the Foes, 
Nor private Daggers, nor Saint Omer s Doſe, 
Nor all, that Godfrey telt, or Monarchs icar, 

Shall from my yow'd, and ſworn revenge deter, 
Sooner ſhall falſe Court Favexrites prove juſt, 
And faithtul ro their Kings, and Countreys truſt : 

Sooner ſhall they detect thetricks of Szare, 

And knav'ry, ſuits, and bribes, and flatr'ry hare : 
| Bawds ſhall turn Nans, Salt D—s grow chaſt, 
| And Painr,and Pride, and Lechery deteſt : 

Popes ſhall tor Xings Supremacy decide, 

And Cardinalsfor Flugaenets be tric: 
Sooner (which is the grear'ſt impoſliblc) 
Shall che vile Brood of Loyola, and Zlcl7 
Give o're roPlot, be villains, and rebel ; 


B 2 Than 


4 PF ROLOGYD EF. 
Than I with urmoſt ſpite, and vengeance ceaſe 
To proſecute, and plague their curled race. 

The rage of Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contemn'd, and fcorn'd, ot proffer d l»ft denied: 
The malice of Religious ahgry Zeal, 


And all, caſhier  reſenting Stateſmen fcc : 


All this urge on my rank-envenom d ſpleen, 

And with keen Satyr edg my ſtabbing Pen: 

Thar its cach home-ſet thraſttheir blood may draw, 
Each drop of Ink like Aqrafortss gnaw. 

Red hot with vengeance thus, I'll brand diſgrace 
Sodcep, no rime ſhall e're the marks deface : 
Tillmy ſevere, and excmplary doom 
Spread wider than rheir guilt, rill it become 

More dreaded than the Bar, and frighten worſe 


Than damning Popes Anathema's, and curſe 


SATYR 


What promprs dire ZTags in their own blood to 


And fell their very ſouls to Hell for ſpite * (write, | 


My IR 


LF; 


I 


G 


S AE: 


' Garner's G Jhoſt adareſvmg in to the Je- 
{ ſuits, met in private Cabal juſt af- 
ber the Mur - of Godtrey, 


B 


Whar Sacrifice of meancr worth, and price 


” 


Could we have oftcr'd up for ougftcceſs ? 


Y Hel/"twas bravely done! whatlefs rhan 
this ? 


W, 
Sofare all they, who cre provoke our hate, 

CE } Who by like ways preſume to temper their fate; 

| Farc cachlike rhis bold mcdling Foe, and be 

| As well ſecur 4, as well diſpatch'd as he ; 

Would he were here,yet warm,that we mightdrain 

ſc His recking gore, and drink up cv ry vein! 


Thar were a glorious ſart{ion, much like thine, 


Great Roman / made upon a like deſign ; 


B 3 


6 © 3. £ 


Likethinc? we ſcorn ſomeana Sacrament, 


To ſcal, and confecratc our high inrent, 


We ſcorn baſe Blood ſhould our great League 


CCMmentr : 
Tliou dadfl ir with a flave, but we think good 
To bind our Treaſon with a bleeding God. 


Would it were /7i (why ſhould Tfear to name, 


Or youto hear't ?) at which we nobly aim! 
Lives yet that hated en'my of our cauſe 2 

Lives He our nighry projetts.ro oppole ? 

Can 77:5 weak innocence, and Hcaven's carc 
Be thought ſecurity from what we dare ? 

Are you rhen Je/uits 2 arc you fo for nought ? 
In all che Catholick depths of Treaſon taught ? 
In orthodox, and ſolid pois'ning read ? 

In cach profounder art of killing bred 2 

And car you tail, or bunole in your trade ? 


Shall one poor /ife your cowardize upbraid ? 


Tame daſtard flaves !- who your profeſſion ſhame, 


And fix diſgrace on our-great Founder's name, 


Think 


» 
4 
1 


” + 


uw_ww ww -———op © 2 2 — OS 


Ld 


— -—— —_— — 2 a —"— OY - -- 


upon the Jeluits. 
Think what late ge(7rtes (an ignoble crew, 

Not worthysp be rank'd in fin with you) 

Jaſpir'd with loſry wickedncfs, duriido: 

How from his Throne they hurl'd a Plorarcy down, 

And doubly cas'd him of both Lite, and Crown: 

They ſcorn'd in covert their bold act ro lude, 

In open face of Heav'n the work they did, 

And bray'd its vengeance, and ir pow'rs defied. 

This is his Sex, and mortal roo like him, 

Durſt you uſurp the glory of the crime ; 

And dare ye not? I know, you ſcorn to be 

By ſuch as they, out-done in villany, 

Your proper province; true, you ors'd them on, 

Were engins i the fact, bur they alone 

Share all che open credit, and renown, 


Bur hold ! I wrong. our Church, and Caſe, 
whuch nec<l 


No forcin inſtance, nor what others did: 
Think on that matchlcls 4/faſix, whole name-- 


We withyjuſt pride can make our happy claim ;- 


B 4 He, 


8 SATIR 1. 
He, who at killing of an Emperor, 


To give his poiſon ſtronger force, and gow'r 
Mixt a Ged with't, and made it work moreſure : 
Bleſtmcmory | which ſhall through Ageto come 
Stand ſacred in the liſts of Ze, and Rome. 
Let our great Clement, and Ravillac's name, 
Your Spirits to like heights of ſin inflame; 
Thoſe mighty Souls, who bravely choſe ro die 
Thave each a Royal Ghoſt their company 7? 
Heroick AC! and worth their rortures well, 
Well worth the ſuffring of a double Hell, 
Thar, they felt here, and that below, they teel. 
And if theſe cannot move you, as they ſhou'd, 
Let me, and my example fire your blood : 
Think on my vaſt attempr, a glorious deed, 
Which durſt the Fatcs have ſuffer'd to ſucceed, 
Had rival'd Z/e//s moſt proud ex ploit, and boaſt, 
Ev'n that, which wou'd the Ang of fates depos'd, 
Curſt be the day, and nCer in time inrol['d, 
And curſt the Star, whoſeſpitetul influence rul'd 


The lucklefs Minnte, which my projet ipoild : 
| Curlc 


, 
% 
: 


upon the Jeſuits, 
| Curſe on that Pow'r, who, of himſelf afraid, 


| My glory with my brave deſign betray'd; 

Juſtly he fear'd, leſt I, who ſtrook fo high 

In guilt, ſhould next blow up his Realm, and Sky :; 
And ſol had ; ar leaſt I would have durſt, 


And failing, had got off with Fame at worſt, 


Had you but hali my bravery in Sin, 


{ Your work had never thus unfiniſh'd bin: 

| Had I bin Man, and the grear act todo; 
| Had dy'd bythis, and bin what | am now, 
| Or what 77s. Father is: I would cap Hell 


| To reach 775 Lite; tho in the mid{t I fell, 


- } And dceper-than before. 
| Let rabble Souls, of narrow aim, and reach, - 
Stoop their vile Necks, and dull Obedience preach :% 
Let them with flavith aw (di{dain'd by me) 
| Adore the purple Rag of Myeſty, 
And think't a ſacred Relick of the Sky: 
Well may ſuch Fools a baſe SubjeRtion own, 


Vaſlalsro cycry .46, that 16ads a Throne: 


10 SATTR 1 
Unlike the ſoul, with which proud I was born, 


Who could that ſneaking thing a Monarch ſcorn, 2} 
Spurn off a Crown, and ſet my {oot in {port : 
Upon the head, that wore it, trod indirt. T 


Bur ſay,what is',that binds your handg do's fear | þ 


From ſuch a glorious ation you deter 2 '1 
Or is't Religion? bur you ſure diſclaim '1 
Thar frivolous pretence, that empty name : '1 
Meer bugbear word, devis'd by 2s to ſeare J | 0 
The ſenſleſs rout to Nlaviſhneſs, and fear, 7 


Nc'rc known to aw the brave,and thoſe,that dare. | ( 
Such weak, and feeble things may ſerve for checks 


To rcin, and curb baſc-merrled Hereticks ; L 
Dull creatures, whoſe nice bogling conſciences c 
Startle, or ſtrain at ſuch ſlight crimes as theſe; | 9 
Such, whom fond inbred honeſty befools, [1 
Or that old muſty piece the Bible gulls: {1 
That hared Book, the bulwark of our foes, j 


Whereby they ſtill uphold their rotr'ring cauſe. B 


Ler 


won the Jeſuits. 'S 
Let no ſuch roys miſlead you from the road 
Of glory, nor infect your Souls with good: 
| Lec never bold incroaching Virtue dare 
' With her grim holy face ro enter there, 
car } No, not in very Dream : have only will 
Like Fiends,and Me to cover, and actill : 
Let truc ſubſtannal wickcncis take place, 
Ulurp, and Reign; Ict it rhe very trace 


1t any yer be Ictt) of good dctacc. 


= ”— ORR 


It ever qualms of wward cowardice 


| (The things, which ſome dull fors call conſcience) 
ks riic, 


Ler them in ſtcams of Blood, and Nluvhreer drown, 
Or with new weights of guilt {till pres 'em down 
| Shame, Faith, Religion, Honor, Loyalry, 

{ Narure iticlt, whatever checks there be 

To looſc,and uncontroul'd impicty, 

Be all extint inyou; own no remorſe 

But that you've balk' a fin, have beca no worlc, 


Or too much piry ſhewn.— 


12 SS 4FFES A 
Be diligent in miſchiefs Trade, be cach 


Performing as a Dev; nor ſtick to reach 


Ar Crimes moſt dangerous; where bold deſpair, | 
Mad luſt,and heedleſs blind revenge would nc're 


Ev'n look, march you without a bluſh, or tcar, | 
Inflam'd by all the hazards, that oppoſe, | 
And firm, as burning Martyrs, to your Cauſe. | 
Then you're true Jeſuits, then you're fit to be | s 
Diſciples of great Loyola, and Me : L 
Worthy to wndertake, worthy a Flor, 2 
Like this, and fit to ſcourge an Fluguenor. , 
Plagucs on that Name / may ({wift confuſion | : 
CIZC, 5 
And yrtcrly blot out the curſcd Race | C 
Thrice damn'd be that Aprſtare Monk, from whom | $ 
Sprung firſt theſe Enemies of 2s, and Rome : B 
Whoſe pois'nous Filth , dropt from ingend'ring | 'T 
Brain, a 
By monſtrous Birth did the vile I»ſetts ſpawn, 1 
Which now infc{t each Country, and defile A 
With thcir o'reſpreading ſwarms this goodly /. 
Once 


It ſhall again: #8, and I ay't: have ye 


' When our great Mary bore the Engliſh ſway 2 


| 
| 
| 


"I 


| 


ng 


«pon the Jeluits, I3 
Once it was ours, and fubze& ro our Yoke, 


Till alate reigning Witch th' Enchantment broke : 


Bur courage to make good the Prophetic : 
Not fare ir {clf ſhall hinder. 


Too {paring was the time, too mild the day, 


Uuqueen-like pity marr d her Royal Pow'r, | 

Nor was her Purple dy d cnough in Gore. 

Four, or five hundred, ſuch hike petry ſum 

Might fall perhaps a Sacrifice to Rome, 

Scarce worth the naming : had I had the Pow'r, 

| Or been thought fit rhave been her Counſellor, 

She ſhould have rais'd it to a nobler ſcorc. | 
Big Bonfires ſhould have blaz'd, and ſhonecach day, 
To tell our Triumphs, and make bright our way : 
And when 'rwas dark, in every Lane, and Street , 
Thick flaming Hereticks ſhould ſerve to light 

And ſavethe needleſs Charge of Lint; by night: 


SCorrth 


Fa. 


14 5 + & of && / 
Smithfeld ſhould ſtill have kept a conſtant fire, 


Which ncver ſhould be quench'd, never expire, S 
Zur with the lives of all rhe miſcreant roxt, V1 
Till the laſt gaſping breath had blown it our. 

So Nero did, ſuch was the prudent courſe :v 

Taken by all his mighry Succeſlors, | _ 
To tame like Hereticks of old by force : bh 
They ſcorn'd dull reaſon, and pedantick rules c, 
To conquer, and reducethe harden'd Fools : " 

Racks, Gibbets, Halters were their arguments, 

Which did moſt undeniably convince: = 

Grave bearded Liens manag'd the diſpute, 6, 

And revercnd Bears their doftrins did confure : 

And all, who would ſtand our in ſtiff defence, o 

They ocently claw'd, and worried into fence : 

Betrer than all our Sorbon dotards now, * 

Who would by dint of words our Fees ſubdue. 

This was the rigid Diſcipline of old, ; 


Which modern fors for Perſecution hold : 


won the Joſuirs. Is 
Of which dull Anva/ifs in ſtory tell 


| Strange Legends, and huge bulky Yolwmes (well 


With Martyr'd Feels, that loſt cheir way to Hell. 
From theſe, our Charch s glorious Anceſtors, 


k 
We've learnt our arts , and madec thcir methods 
RIrS ? 


Nor have we comebchind, the leaſt degree, 
| In atts of rough and manly cruclry : 

Converting Faggots, and the pow'rtul ſtake, 

| And Sword reliftlefs our Apoſtles make, 

This heretofore Bobemza felt, and thus 

t Were all the num rous Proſeixtes of Fluſfs 
Cruſl'd with their head +- So Waldo 'scurſed rout, 
And thoſe of 3 ict/zff here were rooted out, (chole, 


Their names ſcarce lefr.-—Sure were the means; we 


wrought prevailingly : Fire purg'd the drofs 
DX thoſe foul FHerefes, and fovercign Steel 
opt off ty inicited Limbs the Chareh to heal. 
Renown'd was that Frexch Rravwe, rcenown'd his 
deed.fjor which the day deſerves irs red (deed, 


ar more than for a paltry Sant, that died: 


How 


Of 
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16 SATTR Þ. 
How-goodly was the Sight | how fine the Show! ? 


When Pars ſaw through all its Channels flow l 
The blood of Hugzenors ; when the full Scin, l 


Swell'd with the flood, its Banks withzoy o'recan! 


He ſcorn'd like common Murderers to dca! 
By parcels, and piccemeal ; he fcorn'd Retail 


I'ch' Trace of Death : whole Myriads died by 
th great, | 


Soon as oneſingle lite z fo quick their Fate, | 
Their very Pray'rs, and Waſhes came too late. ® | 
This a Avg did: and great, and mighty "rwas, * 1 
Worthy his high Degrce, and Pow'r, and Place, [ 
And worthy our Religion, and our Canſe ; * 
Unmatch'd rt had been, had aot” Mar quire aroſe, 1 
The bold Mac-quire (who, read in modern Fame, Þ 
Can be a Stranger ro his Worth, and Name #) T 
Born to outſin a Monarch, born to Rerge % 
In Guiir, and all Competitors diſdain : l | 0 
Dread memory | whoſc cach mention fill can make} W 
W 


Pale //ereticks with trembling Horror quake. 


Tundo 


—  —C_— OOm— 


Is, 


: 
- 
- 


make! 


"undo 


wow rhe Jeluits.” 

Tundo a Aingdow, to atchicve a crime 

Like his ; who would nor fall and die like him? 

Never had Rowe 2a nobler fervice done, 

Never had Hell; cach day came thronging down 

Vaſt ſhoals of Ghoſts,and »ize was pleas'd, & glid, 

And ſml'd, when it che brave revenge ſurvey'd. 
Nor do | mention thele great Inſtances 

For bounds,and limits to your wickedneſs : 

Dare you beyond, ſomething out of the road 

Of all example, where none yet have trod, 

Nor ſhall hereafter : what mad Catiline 

Durſt never think, nor's madder Poet teign. 

Make the poor batficd Pagan Foel contcls, 

How much a Chriſtian Crune can conquer hus: 

How far in gallant miſchiet overcome, 

The «/4 muſt yickd ro wew, and modern Rom: 

Mix 17s paſt, preſent, tfurure, in one act ; 

One high, one brave, one great, one glorious Fact; 

Winch Hell, and very I may envy 


Sach as 4 God himicif might with ro be 
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A Complice in the mighty viJany 


And barter's beaven, and vouchfate ro die. | 
Nor lect Delay ( the bane of Enterprize ) 

Marr yours, or make the great importance miſs 

This fa has wak'd your Exemvirs, and their fear ; 

Let it your vigour too, your haſte, and carc 


Be ſwift, and let your deeds foreſtall intent, $ 


Fake -- c- , 


Foreſtall ev'n wiſhes, cre they can take vent, | { 
\ Nor give the Farcs rhe leifure ro prevent. F 
4 Let rhe full Clouds, which a long time did wrap / 
| Your gath'ring thunder, now with ſudden clap. 
': Break out upon your Foes ; daſh, and confound, 7 Þ 
; And ſpread avoidleſs ruine all around. | \ 
| | Let the fir'd City to your Flt give light ; | R 
| You raz'd it half before, now raze it quite. ©. 
f Do't more effeftually ; I'd ſeewrglow 
þ In flames unquenchable as thoſe below. | lt 
| I'd ſce the Miſcreants with their houſcs burn, Ki 


And all rogerher into aſhes rurn. IN 
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Bend next your tury to the curilt Divan; 
Thar damn d Commurriee, whom the Fares ordain 
| Of all our well-laid Flers to be the bane. 
Unkcnnel thotke Srare-Fexrs, where they ly 
Working your ſpeedy farce, and deſtiny: 
Lug by the cars the doting Prelates thence, 
Daſh Herefe together with their Brains 
Our of their ſhatrer'd heads. Lop off rhe Lords 
And Comment at cnc ſtroke, and ler your Swords 
" Adjourn 'em all roth other world —— 
Would 1 were bleſt with fleſh and blood agam, 
l, Butto be Attor in that happy Scene ' 
Yet thu: I will be by, and glut my view; 
Revenge teall rakeirs fill, in ſtareTle2o 
With capave Chats tragrend me down below. 
Let theic the Handfells of your vengeance be, 


fue ſtop not her», nor flag incruclty. 


wy 


All ike a Plaguc, or ryu:ftien; (parc 
| No Ape, Deorce, of Scx : only to wear 


A 5oul, only ro own a Lite, be here 


© 2 Thouzhrt 
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Thought crime enough to loſe't + no rime, nor 
Bc Sanctuarv from your outrages. ( place 7 $ 


Sparc not in Churches kneeling Priefis at pray, | 


. : 
Though interceding for you, lay cv'n there. 


Spare not young 1rfants imiling at the breit, , 
Who from relcaring Fools their mercy wreſt ; " 
: Rip teeming Wombs, tear out the hated Brood , 
| F From thence, & drown "cm in their Mothers blood, | 
x Pity not //7rgins, nor their tender cries, 
} Though proſtratcart your feet with melting eyes 
All drown'd in tears; ſtrike home, as twere in laf F 


And force thcir begging hands ro guide the thruſt. 


Raviſh at th' Alcar, kill when you have dane, 1 
Make thcm your Rapes, and Victims roo in one. 


Nor lct gray hoary hairs protection give 


To Aer, juſt crawling on the vergeof Life: 
Snatch from its lcaning hands the weak ſupport, 
And with it knock t into the grave with fport ; [ 
Brain the poor Cripple with his Crutch, then cry, 
You've kindly rid him of his miſery. 


whew the Jeſuits. 


» 
or 


Scal up your cars to mercy, leſt rheir words 
ice | Should cempt a pity, ram em with your Swords 


l Thcew tongues too down thcir throats; !ct'em 
not darc 


To mutter for their Souls a gaiping pray c, 
Bur in the uttrance choak r, al ſtabir cheree 
Twere witty handfom malice (could you dot 


| To make com die, and make cm damn'd to boor, 
*%1, 


\ 
” 


Make Cluldren by one tate v ith Parcnts u1-, 
kill ev'n revenge in next Poſterity ' 
" 
| , $0 youlbe peſter'd with no Orphans cries, 


all | "4 
No childleſs Mothers curſe your memorics. 


| Make Death, and Defolation ſwwmn in blood 


| 


FThroughour the Lax, with nought to ſtop the flood 
| ſlaughter d Carcalles; ll che whole Iſle 
ecome onc remb, become one fas ral pile ; 
fil fuch val numbers fwell thc countleſs furnm, 
That the wide Grave, and wider Hell wane room. 


Great was that Trraxts wiſh, which ſhonld be 


t, 


Dd | not feorn the lcavings of a fin; (miac, 


C3 Freely 


2-. $4 TFRL 

Freely I would beſtow't on Exmgland now, (grow, 

That the wholc Nation with one neck might 

To be lic'd off, and you to give the blow. 

Whar ncither Saxon rage could hcre inflict, 

Nor Danes morelavage, nor the barb rous Fit ; 

What Spain, nor Eighty Eight could cre gevilc, 

With all its Fleet, and fraight of crucines ; 

What nc're Medina wilh'd, much lcfs could dare, 

And bloodicr Alva would with trembling hcar ; 

Whar may ſtrike our dire Prodigicsof old, 

And make thcic mild, and gentler afts untold 

What Heav'ns Judgments, nor the anpry Sears, 

Forcin Invaſions, nor Domeſtick Wars, 

Plague, Firc, nor Famine could effett or d 

Allthis, and more be dard, and done by you 
But why do with wle calk datay 

Your han.s, and white they ſhould be alting, ſlay? 3 

Farewel] — 

It 1 may waſte a pray for your ſucceſs, 


Hell be your aid, and your high projedts bleks ! 


May 
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May thar vide Wreech, if any here there be, 


Thatmecanly ſhrinks from brave Inmquaty ; 
I any here feel pity, or remorſe, 
| May he teel all, I've bid you act, and worſe 
May he by rage of Focs unpiried tall, 
And they tread oor his hated Soul to Hcll. 
May's Name, and Carcaſe rot, cxpos'd alike to bg 


The cverlaſting mack of grinning infamy. 


— AO CR—————_ 
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þ on 
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N 7T Ay, if our (ins arc grown 19 ugh of latc, 


That Hcav'n no long=-r can adjourn our fate; 


.viiyt pleaſc ſome milder vengeance todevile, 


Plague, Fire, Sword, Dearth, or any thing but thas 


Ler it rain ſcaiding ſhowers of Rrimftene dawn, 


To burn us, as of old the laſlful Town : 


Let a new deluge overwhelm 2gcn, 


And drownat once our Land, our Lives, our Sun 
Thus pladly we'll compound, all this we'll pay, 
$1 ! Tohavethis worſt of 14; remov'd away 
4 Judgments of other kinds arcofrcn ſent 
In mercy only, not tor pumſhment : 
But where thcſc light, they thew a Nation's fate 
Is given up, and paſt for reprobare, 

When God his ſtock of wrathon Egypt ſpent, 
To make a ſtubborn Land, and Xing repent, 
Sparing the reſt, had he this one Plapue ſent ; 
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þ or this alanc thus / copier had been qui, 


And Pharach circumers dd a Proſelyre. 
Wonder no longer why no carſe, like theſe, 


'a3 known, or ſuffcr'd in the primitive days: 


y never fan'd cnough ts merit it, (ir, 


was therefore what Heav'ns juſt pow'r thought 


ofcourge this latter, and more finful 4ge 

With all the regs, and ſquceſing, of his rage. 

Too dcafly & proud Spe/s with, Exg land quit 
or all her lois fuſtaind in Eighry Fight ; 
or all the Its, our Warhke 7 7rg/» wrought, 
Dr Dr atc,and Rawlctyh ber great Scourges brought. 
Amply was ſhe reveng'd in that one birth, (forth; 
Yhen Hell for her the B//cais Plague brought 
zreat Counter-plague | in which unhappy we 
Pay back her fuff'rings with full uſury : 
Than whom alone noac cvcr was deſign'd 

) Erentail a wider curſc on Human kind, 


but be, who firſt begor us, and fuſt fin'. 
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Happy the World had been, and happy Thou, # x, 


(Leſs damn'd at leaſt, and leſs accurit thannow) FÞ a; 
If carly with lefs guilt in War thhadſt dy'd, As 
And from enſuing miichiets Mankind irced, Sq 
Or when thou view'dſt rhe Holy Land, and Tomd, 
Th'hadſt ſuffer'd there thy Brother Trayter's doom. 3 a; 
Curſt be the womb,that with the Firebraud tecnt'd,Þ 71 
Which ever-ſincc has the whole Globe inflam'd; #FT1 
More curſt that ill-aim'd Sher, which baſely miſt, J# w! 
Which maim'd a /imb, butſpar'd thy hared breaft, ># xc 
And made that oneea Cripple, and a Proeft. 
But why this with 2 The Church if fo nught lack# @ \ 


Champions, good works, and Saints for thi Almanact Þ jr ; 


Thele are the Janizaries of the Cauſe, Ru 
The Life Guard of the Reman Sultan, choc Ser 
To break the forceof FHuguencts, and Fors. W] 
The Church's FJawkers in Divinity, ; v0 


Who 'ſtcad of Lace, and Ribbons, Dettrize cry : Th 
Rome's Strowlers, who ſurvey cach Continent, An 


Its trinkets, and commodities tovent. 


pow the Jchuirs. 
> FT Exportthe Goſpes, hike mcre ware, tor lale, 


8 And rruck't for /«dige, and Catchoneal. 
As the known Faiters here, the Rrethbren, once 
8 Swopt Chrift about for Bodtixs, Rings, and Spoons. 
6, And ſhall theſe great Apoftics becontemn'd, 
m.} And thus by ſcoffing Hereticks detam'd : 
df They, by whoſe means both [adies now enjoy 
The rwo choice blefſings Fox, and Popery? 
Which buried clſc in ignorance had been, 
Nor known the worth of Beads, and Bellarmine ? 
þ It pitied holy Mother Church to fee 
KF A world fo drown'd in grofs 1d. latry : 
ct.F Ir pricv'd to fee fuch goodly Nations hold 
8 Bad Errors, and unpardonable Gold. 
Strange ! what a podly zcal can Coys infuſe! 
| What charity Pieces of E:ght produce! ,, 
| So you were choſe the fitteſt ro reclaim 
| The Pagan World, and give't a Chriſtian Name. 
| And great was the ſucceſs; whole Myriads ſtood 
| At Font, and were $4þ1iz'd in their own blood. 


Ex 


Millions 


*55 = . 
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Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to burn 


Bcforc their time, be damn'd before their turn, | 
Yet thelc were in compatſhon ſent to Hell, « 
The reſt rclerv'din ſpite, and worle to tel, 
Compell'd inſtcad of Fiends tro worſhip you, ( 
The morc inhuman Dewils of the rwo. a 
Rarc way, and method of comver row thus, & 
To make your Yotaries your Sacrihce | 
If to deſtroy be Reformation thought ; 1] 
A Flague as well might the good work have wrought, & x 
Now ſee we why your Foxnder, weary grown ( 
Would lay his former Trade of X:Zimg down ; ( 
He found *'twas dull, he found a Gews would be k 
A fitter caſe, and badge of cruclty. 1 
Fach ſniv'lling Hero Seas of Blood can (pill, L 
When wrongs provoke, and Honour bids hum kill. 4 


Each tiny Bully Lives can frecly bleed, 
When preſt by Wine, or Pant to knock oth! head : 
Give me your through-pacd Rogue, who ſcorns R 
Prompred by poor Revenge, or Injury, (to 
Bur does it of true inbred cruclry : 


Y our 
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Y our cos], and fober Mwrderer, who prays, 


And tabs at the fame time, who one hand has 
Stretcht wp ro Heav'n, rorher ro make the Paſs. 
So the late Saints of bleſſed memory, 
Cut throars in godly pure fincerity : 
50 they with litted hands, and eyes devour 
Sard Grace, and carv'd a ſlaughter'd Mexarch our. 
When the firſt Traitor Cain (too good to be 
Thought Patron of this black Fraternity) 
His bloody Tragedy of old deſign'd, 
One death alone quench'd lus revengetul mind, 
Conrene with but a quarter of Mankind : 
Had he been Tefatr, had he bur pur on 
Their ſavage cruclry ; the reſt had gone : 
His hand had fent old Adam aiter too, 
. And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. (thought 
And yet 'rwere well, were rheir foul guilt but 
Bare fin : "tis fomerhing cv'n to own a faulr. 
Bur here the boldeſt flights of wickedneſs 


Are ſtamprt Religion, and for My 
* ' 


The 
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The blackeſt, uglicſt, horrid'ſt, damacd'ſt deed, 


For which 71c// flames, the Schools a Title need, 
If done for Holy Church; is ſandtified. 
This conſecrates the bleſſed Work, and Zool, 
Nor muſt we ever ater think 'cm foul, 
To undo Realms, kill Parents, murder Kings, 
Are thus bur perry trifles, venial things, 
Not worth a C onfeſſor ; nay, Heav'n ſhall be 
It ſelf invok'd rabert th'impiery. 
« Grant, gracious Lord. ( Some Reverend Villain 
« That this the bold Aſſerror of our Cauſe ( prays) 
« May with ſucceſs accompliſh thar great cnd, 
« For which he was by thee, and us defign'd. 
* Do thou Chis Arm, and Sword thy ſtrength im- 
« And guide 'cmſteddy to the 7 yrants heart, (part, 
« Grant him for every meritorious thruſt 
« Degrees of blils above among the Juſt; 
« Where holy Garze!, and S, Gayare placd, 


« Whom works, like this, before have thither rais'« 


TL 


Y- 
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« Where they arc interceeding for us now ; 


« For furc they're there. Yes queſtionleſs, and fo 


Good Nere is, and Diecieftan too, 
And that great ancient Saint Fſere/ſtratus, 
And the late godly Martyr at 7 holoaſe. 


Dare ſomething worthy Newga7e, and the Tow'r. 


It youl de canonit'd, and Hcav 'rrenfure. 


Dull prim'tive Fools of old! who would be good, 
Who would by vertue reach the bleſt abode: 


Far other are the ways found our of late, 


Which Mortals to that happy place tranſlate; 


Rebellion, Treaſon, Murder, Maſlacre, 


The chief Ingredients now of Saint/hip are, 


And Tybars only ſtocks the Calendar. 


Unhappy Jad, whoſe ill fare, or cliance 
| Threw him upon groſs times of ignorance; 


* Who knew not how co value, or eſteem 


The worth, and merit of a glorious crime ! 


a at. 


H'ad dy'd abſolv'd, and dy'd a Martyr too. 


Should his kind Stars have lct him ated now ; 


31 


Hear ft 


32 SATTR 7. 
Hear'ſt thou, Great God, ſuch daring blaſphem 


Andlerſt thy patient Thunder till lie by? 

Strike, and avenge, leſt impious Arbeifts lay, 

Chance guides the world; & has uſurp'd thy ſway 
Leſt theſe proud profp'rous Yidains too contels, 
Thou'rt ſenſlcfs, as rhey make thy Images. | 
Thou juſt, and ſacred Pow'r | wilt thou admit ' 
Such Gueſts ſhould in thy glorious preſence fit ? 


If Heav'n can with ſuch company diſpence ; [ 
Well did the /»dian pray, Might be keep thence / . 
But this we only feign, all vain, and falſc, F 
As thcirown Lezends, Miracles, and 7 ales ; E 
Either the groundleſs calummes of ſpite, F 
Or idic rants of Poctry, and Wir A 

We wiſh they were: - bur you hear Garnet cry, 
«I did it, and would do'tagain ; had 1 T 
« As much of Blood, as many Lives as Rome D 
« Has ſpilt in what the Fools call Martyrdom ; Li 
* As many Sonls as Sins; I'd freely ſtake By 
* All chem, and more for Morber Churcl/s fake. n 
As 


« For 
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For that I'll firide o're Crowns, fwrim chrough A 
Flood, 


« Made up of flaughtcr'd Monarch's Brains , and 
Blood, 


* For that no lives of Hereticks Tl ſpare, 

* But reap 'em down with lefs remorſe, and care 

* Than Targaiz did the Poppy-heads of old, 

« Or we drop beads, by which our Pray'r$arc told. 
Bravely relolv'd ! and 'twas as bravely dard : 


Burt (lo!) the Recompence, and great Reward 


The wight is ro the Almanact preterr'd. 

Rare motives to be damn'd for holy Cauſe, 

A few red Letters, and fome paiyted ſtraws / 

Fools! who thus truck with Hellby Mohatra, 

And play their Souls againſt no ſtakes away. 
Tis ſtrange with what an holy impudence 

The Villain caught, his innocence maintains : 

Demes with oaths the faft, uncil it be 

Leſs guilt to own ir than the perjury: 

By thi Maſs, and bleſied Sacraments he ſweats, 

This Mary's Milk, and rother Mary's Tears, 


And the whole rmuſter-ro!l in Calendar. 
1 
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Not yet ſwallow the Falſhood ? it all this 


Won't gain areſty Faith; he will on's Knees 
Th' Evangeliſts, and Ladie's Pſalter Kats. 

To vouch the Lye: nay, more, to make it good 
Mortgage his Soul upon't, his Heav'n, and God. 
Damn'd faithleſs Zereticks / hard ro convince, 
Whotruſt no Verdi&t, but dull obvious Scenic. 
Unconſcionable Courts! wh6 Priefls deny 
Their Benefit © th Clergy, Perjury. 

Room for the Martyr 4 Saints! behold they come! 
With whata noblc Scorn they meet their Doem ? 
Not Anights 01h Poſt, nor often Carted Whores 
Shew more of Impudence, or lefs Remoriſc. 

Oglorious, and heroick Conſtancy ! 

That can forlwear upon the Car!/, and dic 

With gafping Souls expiring in a Lye. 

None bur tame Shcepiſh Cr/mmals repent, 

Who fcar the i.\|c Bugbear, Puniſhment : 

Your Gallant Sinner ſcorns that Cowardice, 

The poor regret of having done amiſs : 
Brave he, to his firſt Pritciplcs flill rrve, 
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Can face Damnation, Sin with Hclt in view: | 
And lud it takethe Soul, he docs bequeath, 
And blow it thithcr with his dying Brcarh 
Darc ſuch, as theſc, profcls Religjor's Name? 


Who, ſhould they own'r, and be beliey'd; would 
ſhamc 


It's Prattice out oth World, would 4:4 i/ts make” 
Firm in their Creed, and vouch it at the Stake? 

Is Hears for ſuch, whoſe Deeds make /el/roo good, 
Too mild a Peaaxce for their curic.l Brood 

For whoſe unhcard-ot Crimes, and damned Sake 
Fare muſt bclow new forts of Torture make, 

Since, when ot old it tram that place of Door, 
Twas thought no Guilr,ltkc rhis,could thithercon'e 


Baſc recreant Souls ' would you have Kings truſt 
Yi nm, 


Who ncver net kept your Allegiance truc 

To any but //cls Prixce? who with morecaſe , 
(Can {wallow «+ mn © Hrlemn Peruries, 

Than 4 Tears 


Arc the Frenct 
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Our laſt bleſt Tudor ? or the Powder Plot 7 


And thoſe fine Streamers, thar adorn'd fo long 

The Bridge, and Weſ{minſter, and yet had hung, 

Were they not ſtoln, and now for Relicks gone? 
Think 7 ories Loyal, or Scotch Covenanters: 

Rovd 7 ygers gentle ; courrcous, faſting Bears : 

Atheiſts devour, and thrice-wrack'd Mariners : 

Take Goats for Chaſt, and cloyſter'd Marmoſires : 

For plain, and open rwo-cdg'd Paraſitcs : 

Felieve Bawds modeſt, and the ſhameleſs Srews, 

And binding Drunkard Oaths, and Strumper s Yours ; 

And when in time theſe Contradictions meer ; 

Then hope ro find 'emin a Loyolite : 

To whom, tho caſping, ſhould I credit give ; 

I'd think 'twere Sin, and damnd hke unbelict. 
Oh for the Swearſh Law cnatted here! 

No Scarecrow {rightens like a Priefſ-Guelder : 

Hunt thein, as Bravers are, force them to buy 

Their Lives with Ranſomot their Leehery. 

Or Ict that wholſomec Statute be reviv'd, 


Whic!1 Fyg/and heretofore from Wolves reliey'd: 
Tas 


— 
> 
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Tax every Shire inſtcad of them ro bring 


Fach Year a ccrtain talc of Teſaits in; 

And let their mangled Quarters hang the '/t 

To care all turure Vermin trom the Sail. 

Monſters avaunt ! may fome kind Whirlwind ſweep 

Our Land, and drown theſe Locus in the deep: 

Hence ye loth'd Obyctts ot our Scorn, and Hare 

With all the Curſcs of an nyur d Szace : 

Go, toul /mpoſtors, to lomeQullcr Soil, 

Some calicr Nation with your Cheats beguile: 

Where your groſs common Galleries may pals, 

To ſtar, and rop on Lablicd Conſeiences : 

Where /znorance, and thi Ayai/itionRulcs, 

Where the vile Herd of poor /iplicrt Fools 

Are damn'd contented!y, where they arc led 

Blindfold to HYel7, and thank, an pay rheir Guide. 
Go, where all your blagk 7; ibe betore arc gone, 


Follow C haſte, Rat lat, Clem mt down, 

Y our 4 ateiby. bo” , 41» p. :houſancs morc, 
| Tg 

ind rhoſe, who hMc<chave lat-ty raisd rhe Score. 


D 3 © Where 


» 
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Where the Grand Traiter now, and all the Crew 


Ot his D#/cip/es muſt receive their Duc: 


Where Flames, and Tortures of Ercrnal Datc 


Muſt puniſh you, yet nc're can cxpiare : 


Loarn duller Friends your unknown Cruclrics, 
Such as no Wit, but yours, could cre devilc, 
No Guilt, but yours, deſerye; make Hell contcts 


It ſelf owt done, its Devils damn'd for lets. | 


4a 
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Loyala's Wall. 

[ Ong had the fam'd Impoſtor found Succeſs, 

— Long ſeen bus damwn'd Fraternitt's increaſe, 
In Wealth, and Power, Miſchief, and Guile improv'd, 
By Popes, and Pope-rid Kings upheld, and low'd: "tr 
Laden with Tears, and Sins, and numerous Scars? 
Got ſome ith Field, but moſt in other Wars, 
Now finding Life decay, and Fate draw near, 
Grown ripe for Hel, and Roman Calendar, 
He thinks it worth bis Holy Thoughts, and Care, 
Some hidden Rules, and Secrets to impart, 
The Proofs of long Experience, and deep Arts 
Which to hs Succeſſors may uſeful be 
In conduit of their future Villany, 
Summon'd together, all th Officious Baud 
The Orders of their Red-rid Chief atten ; 
Doubtful, what Legacy he will bequeath, 


And wait with greedy Ears his dying Breath: 
D 4 And 
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With ſuch quick Duty Vaſſal Frends below Re 
To meet commands of their Dread Monarch £0. Ar 
On Pillow rais'd, he do's their Entrance greet, Y« 
And joys to ſee the Wiſbd Aſſembly meet : A 
7 hey in glad Murmurs tell their Joy aloud, By 
Then a deep Silence ſtills th expetting Croud. At 
Like Delphick Z1ag of eld, by Fiend poſſeſt, 
Fe fwells, wild Frenzy beaves his panting Breſt, M 
Hits triſtling Hairs ftick up, his Eye- Balls glow, Ki 
And from his Mouth long flakes of Drivel flow: W 
Thrice with due Rev rence be himſelf doth croſs, Fi 
F hen thus his Hellifſh Oracles diſcloſe. v 
Ye firm Aſſociates of my great Deſign, St 


Whom the ſame Vows, and Oaths, and Order joyn, I} T' 
The faithful Band, whom 1, and Reme have choſe, M 
The laſt Support of our declining Cauſe : A 


Whoſe Conqu'ring Troops I with Succeſs have led |} R 


'Gainſt all Oppoſers of our Church, and Head; Ft 
Who c're to the mad German owe their Riſe, PI 
Genera's Rebels, or the hot brain'd Swiſs ; N 


Revolrted 
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Revolted Hereticks, who late have broke, 

And durſt throw off the long-worn Sacred Yoke: 

You, by whoſe happy Influence Rome can boaſt 

A greater Empire, than by Lather loſt : 

By whom wide Narure's far-ſtretch't Limits now, 

And utmoſt /xdies to its Crofier Bow : 

Go on, ye mighty Champions of our Cauſe, 

Maintain our Party, and ſubdue our Foes: 

Kill Herefie, that rank, and pois'nous Weed, 

Which threatens now the Church to overſpread: 

Fire Calvin, and his Neſt of Upſtarts out, 

Who tread our Sacred Mitre under Foot; 

Stray'd Germany reduce; let it no more 

, | Thr inceſtuous Monk of Wittemberg adore: 
MakeStubborn Erg/and once more ſtoopitsCrown, 
And Fealry to our Pricſtly Soveraign own: | 

| Þ| Regain our Church's Rights, the /ſand clear R. 
From all remaining Dregs of Hick/;f there. 
Plot, entcrprize, contrive, endeavour: ſpare 


No toil, nor Pains : no death, nor Danger fear: 


Reſtleſs 
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Reſtleſs your Aims purſue: let no defcar 


You ſprightly Courage, and Attemprs rebate, We 


But urge to freſh, and bolder, ne're co end 
Till the whole World toour great Caliph bend: Th 
Till he chro'every Nation every where Le 
Bear Sway, and Reignas abſolute, as here: Al 
Till Rome without Controul, and Conteſt be Tc 
The Univerfal Ghoſtly Monarchy. Al 
Oh! that kind Heayen a longer Thread would yy 
give,” Re 


And let me to that happy JunCture live : 


Bur 'tis decreed !——at this he paus'd, and wept, a 
The reſt alike time with his Sorrow kept ; 

T hen thus cont inned he»——Since od Fare 7 
Envics my raceof Glory longer date; * ; 
Yet, as a wounded General, c'rc he dies, ] 
To his fad Troops, ſighs out his laſt Advice, u 
( Who, tho'thcy muſt his fatal Abſence moan, l 
By thoſe great Leſſons conquer,” when he's gone} \ 


So I to you my laſt InſtruCtions give, 
And breath out Counſel withmy parting Life: 


Let 


id 


ct 
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Let cach tomy important words give Ear, 


Worth your Attention, and my dying Care. 
Firſt, and the chicteſt thing by me cnjoyn'd. 

The Solemn'ſt tie, that muſt your Order bind, 

Let cach without demur, or ſcruple pay 

A ſtrict Obedience to the Roman Sway : 

Tothc unerring Chair all Homage Swear, 

Altho'a Punk, a Witch, a Fiend ſir there: 

Whoc're is ro the Sacred Mitre rear'd, 

Believe all Vertucs with the place conterr'd- 

Think him cſtabliſh'd there by Heav'n, tho'he 

Has Alrars rob'd for Bribesthe choice co btiy, 

Or pawn'd his Soul ro Hell tor Simony : 

Tho he be Atheiſt, Heathen, 7ark, or Jew, 

Blaſphemer, Sacrilegious, Pcrjur'd roo: 

Tho Pander, bawd, Pimp, Parhick, Buggercr, 

What c're Old Sodem's Neſt of Lechers were : 

Tho Tyrant, Traitor, Pois cr, Parricide, 

Magician, Monſter, all, that's bad befide : 


Foulcr than-Jafamy ; the very Leccs, 


The Sink, rhe Jakes, the Common-ſhore ot Vice: 
Strait 
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Strait count him Holy, Vertuous, Good, Devyour, 


Chaſt, Gentle, Meck, a Saint, a God, who nor 2 
Make Fate hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have 

Pow'r to Predeſtinate withour his leave : 

Noae be admitted there, but who he pleaſe, 

Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 

Hold thoſe amongſt the higheſt rank of Saints, 

Whom c're he to that Honour ſhall advance, 

Tho' here the Refuſe of the Jail, and Stews, 

Which Hell it ſelf would ſcarce for lumber chuſe : 

Bur*count all Reprobate, and Damn'd, and worſe, 

Whom he,when Gout, or Tiflick Rage, ſhall curſe: 

Whom he in anger Excommunicares 

For Friday Mcals, and abrogating Sprars: 

Or in juſt Indignarion ſpurns to Hell 

For jearing holy Toe, and Pantofle. 


What e'rc he ſays, cſtcem for Holy Writ, 


And text Apocryphal, if he think fit: 
Let arrant Legends, worlt of Tales, and Lics 


Falſer than Capgraves, and Yoragimes, 


Than 
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Than (uixot, Rablais, Amadis de Gaul, 


Is ſign'd with Sacred Lead, and Fiſher's Scal, : 
Be thought Aurhenrick and Canonical. 


Again, it he ordain'tin his Decrees, 


Lot very Goſpel tor meer Fable pals : 
Ler Right be Wrong,Black White,and Vertue Vice, ; 
No Sun, no Moon, nor no Antipodes : 
Forſwcar your Reaſon, Conſcience,and your Creed, 
Your very. Scnſe, and Exc/id, if he bid. 

Let it be held lefs heinous, lefs amils, 
To break all Gods Commands, than oneof his : 
When his great Miſſions call, without delay, 
Without rcluCtance readily Obey, 
Nor let your Inmoſt Wiſhes dare gainſay : 
Should he to Bantam, or Japan command, 
Or fartheſt Bounds of Seutbers unknown Land, 
Farther than Avarice us Vaſlals drives, 
Thro' Rocks, and Dangers, loſs of Blood, andLives; 
Like great Yavier's be your Obedicnce ſhown, 


Ourſtrip his Courage, Glory, and Renown ; 


Wiom 
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Whom neither yawning Gulphs of deep Deſpair, 


Nor ſcorching Heatsof Burning Line could ſcare: W: 
Whom Seas, nor Storms, nor Wracks could 

rclrain W 

From propagating Holy Faith, and Gain. Te 

It he bur nodCommiſſions out to kill, Th 

Bur becken Lives of Hereticks to ſpill ; M 


Let th' /nquiſetion rage, - freſh Crueltics 
Make the dire Engins groan with rortur'd Cris: 


Wi 
tu 
Let Campo Flori every day be ſtrow'd W! 
With the warm Aithes of the LazFran Brood : Or 
Repcat again Bohemian Slaughters orc, Tl 
And Piedmont Vallies drown with floating Gore :Y Th 
Switter than Murthering Angels, when they ly BC 
On Errands of avenging Deſtiny, Pre 
Fiercer than Storms let looſe, with cager haſte FTh 

y Lay Cities, Countrics, Realms, whole Nature wallgg A 1 
Sack, raviſh, burn, deſtroy, ſlay, maſſacre, Sor 
Till the ſame Grave their Lives, and Names intcrr. #To 


 Theſearethe Rights ro our great Mufry duc, YTh 


The fworn Allegiance of your Sacred Vow : 


Wh# 
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Whar cle we in our Votarics require, 


What other Gift, next follows ro enquire, 
And firſt it will our great Advice befir, 

What Soldicrs to your Liſts you oughr admir, 

To Natives of the Church, and Faith, like you, 

The foremoſt rank of Choice 1s juſtly due: 

Mongſt whom the chicſcſt place aſſign ro thoſe, 

Whoſe Zeal has moſtly Signaliz'd the Cauſe. 

': Bf Bur let not Entrance be to them denied, 

Who ever ſhall deſert the adverſe Side : 
Omit no Promiſes of Wealth, or Power, 
That may invergled Herericks allure: 

Cc: Thoſewhom great learning,parts,or Wit renowns, 
Cajole with Hopes of Honours, Scarlet Gowns; 
Provincalſhips, and Palls, and Triple Crowns. 
This muſt a Rettor, rhat a Provoſt be, 

ally A third ſucceed ro thenext Abbacy : 

Some Princes Tutors, others Contetlors 

To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors : 

Theſe ate ſtrong Arguments, which ſeldom tail, 


Which more than all your weak difpures prevail. 


Y 
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Exclude not thoſe of leſs deſert, decree 


To all Revolters your Foundation free : 
Toall, whom Gaming, Drunkennchs, or Luſt 
To Need, and Popery ſhall have reduc : 
To all, whom lighted Love, Ambition crolt, 
Hopes often bilk'r, and Sought Preferment loſt, 
Whom Pride, or Diſcontent, Revenge, or Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Deſpair ſhall Profelyre + 
Thoſe pow'rful Motives, which the moſt bring in, 
Moſt Converts roour Church, and Order win. 
Rejef not thoie, whom Guilt, and Crimes at home 
Have made to us for Sanctuary come: 
Let Sinners of cach Hue, and Size, and Kind 
Here quick admittance, and fafe Refuge find * 
Bc they from Juſtice of rheir Country flee, 
With Blood of Murders, Rapes, and Treafons died 
No Varlert, Rogue, or Milcreant refuſe, 
From Gallies, Jails, or Hell ir felt Broke looſe 
By this you ſha!l in Strength, and Numbers grow 


And ſhoals cach day to your throng'd Cloylier 
flow : 
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So Reme's and Mecca”; firſt great Founders did; 
By ſuch wiſe Mcthods made their Churches ſpread. « 


When ſhaven Crown, and hallow'd Girdle's 
Power 


Has dub'd him Saint, that Villain was before; 
Enter'd, let it his firſt Endcavour be 

To ſhake,of all remains of Modeſty, 

Dull ſncaking Modct y, not more unkit 

For needy flatrring Poers, when they write, 

Or trading Punks, than for a Jeſuit : 

If any Novice feel at firſt a bluſh, 

Let Wine, and frequent converſe with the Srews 
Reform the Fop, and ſhame it out of Ute, 


Uatcach the puling Folly by Degrees, ' 
And train him to a well-bred Sharncleſnefs. 

Ger that great Gift, and Talent, Impudence, 
Accompliſh't Mankim!'s higheſt Excellence : 

Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 
Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate - 


Gaus 
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Gains Place at Court, can make a Foo! a Peer, 


An Aſs a Biſhop, can vil'ſt Blockheads rear 
To wear Red Hats, and fitin Porph'ry Chair. 
"Tis Lerning, Parts, and Skill, and Wir, and Senſe, 
Worth, Merit, Honour, Vertue, Innocence. 
Next for Xel/gion, lcarn whar's fit ro rake, 
How ſmall a Dram does the juſt Compound make. 
As much as is by the Crafry Starter new worn 
For Faſhion only, or roſgrve a turn: 
To bigor Fools its dic Practice leave, 
Think it cnough the empty Form to have : 


The outward Show is ſcemly, cheap, and light, 


The Subſtance Cumberſome, of Coſt, and Weight : 


The Rabble judo by what appears to th Eye, 
None, or but few the Thoughts within Deſcry. 
Makc't you an Engine to ambutious Pow'r 

To ſtalk behind, and hit your Mark morefurc : 
A Cloak to cover well-laid XZzavery, 

Like it, when us'd, to be with caſe thrown by : 


A ſhifting Card, by which your Courſe to ficer, 


And tavglt with cvery changing Wind to vecr- 
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c, 
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Let no Nice, Holy, Conſcientious Aſs 
Amongſt your: cr Company find place, 


Me, and your Foundationto diſgrace : 


LetTruth be banithr, ragged Verrue fly, 

And poor unprofitable Honeſty ; 

Weaks Idois, who their wreechcd Slaves betray ; 

Toevery Rook, and cvery Knavea Prey : 

Thekc he remote, and widc from Intereſt, 

Farther than Hcaven trom Helor Eaſt from We#t 

Far, as they c're were diſtant from this breaſt, 
Thiak not your klves i Auſtcritics confin'd, 

Or thoſe fin Rules, which other Orders bind : 

ToCaptcbins, Cartbuſrans, Cordelicrs 

Leave Penance, meager abſlincnce, and Prayers: 

In louſic Rags let Begging Fryars lye, 

Content on Straw, or Boards to morrific: 

Let them with Sackcloth diſcipline their Skins, 

And ſcourge them for ther madncls, and their Sins 

Let pining Aschorets in Grotto's ſtarve, 


Who from thc Liberties of Narurce fwerve : 


$2 SATTR It. 
Who make't their chick Religion not to car, 


_m | 
Live you in Luxury, and pamper'd Eaſe, 
As it wholc Nature were your Catere| 


Soft be your Beds,as thoſe, which Monarch's if beres 


And place't in naſtincls, and wan 


I ve On, or (7, Wi Oh Red-iid Emperor k 


Your Wardrobes tor d with choice of Suits, more 
Dear | 


Than Cardinals on High Proceſſions wear : 


| 

With Dainncs load your Boards, whoſe every | 

Diſh . 

May tempt cioy 4 Glattons, or Vitelius Wiſh, 5 

Each fit 4 longune (Jueen : ict rachel! Is ines F 
With Mirtt your Hcads Inflame, with Luft your 

Vens : z 

| Y 

Such as the Ficnds of Dying Popes would give Q 

For Cordials to prolong their gaſping Life. ” 

Ne're lct the Nazarexe, whoſe Badg, aud Name = 

You wear,upbraid you with a Conſcious Shame : PT 

W 


Leave 


F2 
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Leave him his ſhghted Homilies, and Rules, 


To ſtuff the Sywabber of the wrangling Schools ; 
Diſdain, that he, and the poor angling Tribe, 
Should Laws, and Government to you preſcribe : 
Let none of thoſe good Fools your t atterns make ; 
Inſtead of them, the mighty Jada take. 
Renown'd Hcariet, ht alone ro be 

Th Exampic of our great Socicty : 

Whoſe dating Guilr deſpis'd the common Road, 
And ſcorn'd ro ſtoopar Sin bencath a God. 

And now 'tis ame I ſhould Inſtraitions give, 
What (Wiles, and Chrars the Rabblc beſt deceave; 
Each Aze, and Sex, thar diff rene Paſſer wear, 
To fur with which raguircs 2 Prugzome Care: 
Youth 1 C apricrous, Hita tr vw, Fi Mz Vain, 
Givento Lancs Firaſare, Age totain: 

(Ld H rover, im Saperſtirion per-arony, 
With Clrmny Tale, and Sterics bell ure won 


Tis no mcan 7alext richly to deſcr h 


What fovcral Baits to Each you on "11k apply. 
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The Credulous, and cafic of Belicf; 


With Miracles, and well-fram'd Lies deceive, 
Empty wholc Sarius, and the 7 almud': drain 


Saint Francis, and Sant Mabomer s Alceras t 


Sooner ſhall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, 
Than you a Stock of Lics, and Legends need. 

Tell how bleſt Yirgn to come down was teen, 
Like Play-Fonſe Punt deicending in Machine : 
How ſhe writ Bilers Deax, and Love Diſcearſe, 
Madc A4ſignations, Vifts, and Amenrs : 

How Foſts diſtreſt, her Smeck for Baxxer bore, 
Which vanquiſhd Fors, and mordcr'd at ewelve 
Relatc how Fiſh in Ceapent icles mel, Pon 
And Mackre! were with Bait of DoiTrize caught : 
How Cattle have Judicious Ficartrs been, 

And Srowes patherically cry d Amex : 

How conlccrated Hives with Bclls was hun, 

And Bocs KCpt Maſs. and Holy Autiems Ts 
How Fi:zs wo th Resry kneel'd, and Sheep were 


TN taught 
To blcat 7e Deam, and Marnited?: Y. 


How 


= 
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How Fly Flap of Church-Cenfure Houlcs rid 
Ort Infeits, which at Curic of Fryer dy'd: 


How travelling Saint, well mounted on a Switch, 


Rid JToarnes thro the 47, like Lapland Hitch: 
And terrying Cowls Keligious Fiſgrims bore 
Ore waves with the hc! p of Sail, or Oar, 


Nor let Xavier's grear Wonders pals conceal'd, 


l, 

How Sore wereby th' Almighty Wafer queil'd ; 
| How-zralow Crab the lacrcd Imarcc bore, 

And Swam a Cat# ict ro the diſtaart Shore 

With Shams, like theſe, the giddy Rox? miſlead, 
lve Ther Felfy, and ther SAPCTL1110M tecd. 
we Twas found a good, and gantul Art of Old 


And much it did our Churclis Pow'r uphold) 
To icign HHobgeblings, £/ves, and walking Sprics, 
And Fairie: dancing $41Cuger - Nizhes: 
Whutc Sheers tor Ghoſts, and H7f<1 ps have paſt 
For Souls in Pargatery unreicaſt. 
And Crabs in Church- Yards crawl'd in Maſquerade, 


oht To chcat the Pariſh, and have Maſſes fad. 
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By this our Anceſtor un happicr Days, 


Did ſtore of Credit, and Advantage raile : A 


But now the Trade is fall'n, decay'd, and Dead, B 
E're ſince contagious Anowledy has ore ſpread : A 
With Scern the grinnintRabble now hear cell G 


Ol Heir, Patricks hole, and Mongitel ; Þ, 
Believ'd 50 more, than Tales of Trey, unlefs H 
In Ccan;rins drown in Jeworance, like this. T 
Henceforth be wary how ſuch thinzs you Frign, A 
Except it be beyond the Cape, or Line : D 


Except at Mexico, Brazile, Fegn, 


Ar tht Molnces's Goa, or Pega, 
Or any diſtant, and remoter Place, B 
Where they may currant, and unqueſton'd paſs : A 
Where never poching Heretichs reſort, 


To ſpring the Lye, and make't their Came, and 
5 p01 F, 


But I forget (what ſhould be nearied mot ) 
Conſeſhon, our chick Privileds, and Braff? 


Lhat Staple ware, which nc're returns i@ vain, 
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Ne re balks the Trader of expected Gain. 


C 'Tis 
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Tis this, that fpics through Court-intrigues, and 


Admiſtonto the Cabinets of Kings: 


(brings 


By this we keep prouc Monarchs at our Becks, 
And make our Foot foc!s of their Thrones, and Necks: 


Give 'em Command, and if they Diſobey ; 
Betray them to the Ambitious Heir a Prey : 


Hound the Ofhcrxous Curs on Herencks, 


The Vermin, which the Church intcſt, and vex : 


And when our turn is ferv'd, and Buſineſs done, 


Didpatch '<m tor Reward, 4$ uſcicſs Trown :* 


Nor are theſc half rhe Bencfis, and Gains, 
Which by witc Managry accruc from thence : 
By this w' unlock the Miſcr's hoarded Cheſts, 
And Treaſure, though kepr cloſe, as Statcs-mens 


Breaſts: 
This does rich Widows to our Nets decoy, 


Lers us their Jointcrs, and themſclves enjoy 


To us the Merchant docs his Cuſtoms bring, 


And pays our Duty, tho he cheats bus King: 


To gs Court Miniſters refynd, mace great 
By Robbery,, and Bank-rupt of the State : 


Ours 
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Ours is the Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize, 


Gabels on Letch'ry, and the Stew's Exciſe : 

By this our Colledges in Riches ſhine, 

And vy with Becker's, and Laretto's Shrine. 
And hcreI muſt not grudg a word or rwo 

(My younger Vort ries) of Advice to you : 

To you, whom Beautic's Charms and gen'rous F 

Ot boiling Y outh to ſports of Love inſpire: 

This is your Harveſt, here ſecure, and cheap 

You may the Fruits of unbought Picalure reap 

Rior in free, and uncontroul'd Delighr, 

Where no dull Marriage clogs the Apperne : 

Taſte every diſh of Luſt's variety, 

Which Popes, and Scarict Lechers dearly buy, 


"wy 


With Bribes, and Biſhopricks, and Stumony. 's 
Bur this I ever to your care commend, Y 
Be wary how you openly Offend : & 

A 


Leſt ſcofhing lewd Buffoons deſcry our ſhame, 

And fix diſgrace on the great Order's fame. 
When the unguarde$Maid alone repairs 

To caſc the burthensof her Sins, and Carcs; 


: 


Whe 
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When youth in cach, and privacy conſpire 

To kindle wiſhes, and beiricad deſire ; 

If he has Praftis'd in the Trade before: 

(Few elie of Profelyrcs ro us brought o're ) 

Lirtle of Force, or Artifice will need : 

To make you in the Victory fucceed : 

Full Bur if formc untaught Innocence ſhe be, 
Rude, and unknowing in the myſtery ; 
Shel coſt more labour to be made comply. 
Make her by Pumping underſtand the ſport, 
And undermine with fccret trains the Forr, 
Somcrimecs 28 if you'd blame her gaudy dreſs, 
Hcr Naked Prige, hcr Jewels, Point, and Lace; 

( Find Opportunity her Breaſts to Prefs: 

Oft feel her Hand, and whiſper in her car, 
You find the ſecret marks of lewdnels there: 
Sometimes with naughty ſence her bluſhes raiſe, 
And make'em ruile, ſhe never knew, confels ; 
* Thus (may you lay) with fuch a lccring ſmile, 


* So Languiſhing a look your hearts begyile : 


« Thus 
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© Thus with your foot, hand,cye,you tokens (; 
« theſe Signs deny, theſe Aſſignations make : 

« Thus 'tis you clip, with ſuch a fierce embrace 


« You claſp your Lover to your Breaſt, and Face: 


« Thus are your hungry lips with Kiſſes cloy'd, 

«Thus is your hand,and thus your tongue employ'd 
Ply her with talk like this : and, if (f encline, 

To help devorion give her Aretine 

Inſtcad o'th' Roſary : never deſpair, 

She, that ro ſuch diſcourſe will lend an Ear, 

Tho' chaſter than cold cloyſter'd Nuns ſhe were, 

Will ſoon prove ſofr, and pliant ro your uſc, 

AS Strumpets on the Carnaval let loole. 

Credit experience; I have tri'd 'em all, 

And never found th' unerring methods fail : 

Not Ovid, tho' 'twere hischief Maſtery, 

Had greater Skill in thele Jutrigaes, than 1: 


Nor Nero's learned Pimp, towhom we owe 


ww 4a 1 E ww 19S © = = = cc =# 


What choice Records of Luſt arc extant now. 


nt 


This heretofore, when youth, and ſprightly Blood 


Ran in my Veins, 1 taſted, and cnjoy'd : 


Al 
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Ah thoſe bleſt days !-{bere the old Licher ſmil'd, 


With ſweet remembrance of paſt pleaſure fd) 
Bur they are gone ! Wiſhes alone remain, 
And Dreams of joy, ne're to be felt again: 
To abler Youth I now the Prattice leave, 
1 7 whom this counſel, and advice I give. 

Bur the dear mention of my gayer days 
Has made me farther, than I would, digreſs: 
Tis time we now ſhould in due Place expound, 
How guilr is after ſhrifrto beatron'd:; 
Enoyn no ſow'r Repentance, Tear, and Grief ; 
Eyes weep no caſh, and you no profit give : 
Sins, tho' of the firſt rate, muſt puniſh'd be, 
Not by their own, but th' Attor's Quality : 
The Poor, whoſe purſe cannot the Penance bear; 
Let whipping ſerve, bare fcer, and ſhirtsof hair: 
The richer Fools to Compoſtela (end, 
Tome Rome, Mexferrat, or the Holy Land : 
Per Pardons, and the Indulgence-Office drain 
Their Coffcrs, and enrich the Pope's with gain: 


Mike 
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Make 'em build Churches, Monaſtcries found, Bs 


And dear bought Maſlcs for their crumcs compound a; 
Let Law, and Goſpel, rigid preceprs (cr, Ex 


And make the paths to Blifs rugged, and ſtrait: BT: 


Teach you a ſmooth, an calicr way to gain Ne 
Heavy'ns joys, yet ſweet, and uſeful fin retain : W 
With every frailty, every luſt comply, Le 
T advance yourSpiritual Realm, and Monarchy : W N: 
Pull up weak Verruc's fence; give ſcope, and fpace I} Sri 
And Purlicus to out-lyint C OW/CIONCCTS 7 A 
Shew that the Needlc's eye may ſtretch, and how Þ A! 
The largeſt Camel-vices may go thro”, W 

Teach how the Prieſt Plaralities may buy, B 
Yet fear no odious Sin of Simony, { By 
While Thoughts, and Dxcats will dircitcd be: Ye 
Ler Whores adorn his exemplary life, Le 
But no lewd heinous Wiſc a Scandal give. Tt 
Sootli up the Gandy Atherft, who maintains M 
No Law, but Senſe, and arus wo God, bur Chaxce, B T1 
Bid 7 hieves robon, the Bei/frows Roſhon 117, H; 
He may for Hirc, Rev en2e, or Honour kill : Nc 
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Bad Srrampets perievere, ablolye'emroo, 

And take their ducs i kind for whar you do: 

Exhort the paintul, and induſtrious Bawd 

To Diligence, and Labour in her Trade : 

Nor think her innocent Vocartion ill, 

Whoſe incomes do's the facred Treaſure fill : 

Let Griping Ufurers Extortion uſe, 

No Rapine, Falſbeed, Perjury refhulc, 

Stick at no Crime, which covetow Popes would ſcarce 

All to ewrich themſelves, and Beſtard- Heirs : 

A ſmall Bequeſt ro th' Church can all attone, 

Wipes off all ſcores, and Z/cav's, and als their own. 
Be theſe your Dettrins thee the truths, you preach, 

But no forbidden Bible come in reach : 

Your Cheats, and Arrifices to [mpeach. 

Leſt thence Lay-Fools Perniciow knowledy get, 

Throw off Obedience, and your Laws forget: 

Make "em belicve't a ſpdl, more dreadful far 

Than Bacev, Haly, or Albumazar. | 

Happy the time, when th' unprerengyng Crowd 


No more, than I, its Lanovacc underſtood! 


When 
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When the worm-caten Book, link 'd to a chain, 


In duſt lay moulding in the Fat icas ; 
Deſpis'd, negleted, and forgot, to none, B 
Bur poring Rabbies, or the Sorbou known : 1 
Then in full pow'r our Soveraign Prelate ſway'd, Þ} 7 
By Kings, and all the Rabble-World Obey'd: 7 
Here humblc Monarch at hs feet kneel'd down, FF v 
And beg'd the Alms, and Charity of a Crown: * 
There, when in Selemn State he plcas'd to ride, T 
Poor Scepter'd ſlaves ran 7euchbeys by his fide : NF , 
None,tho in thought, his Grandcur durſt Blaſphemey + 
Nor in their very ſletpa 7 reaſon Dream. Fe 
Bur fince the broaching that mulchievous Piece, 
Each Alderman a Father Lumbard is: T1 
And every Cit darcs impudently know By 
More than a Council, Fope, and Conchave too. In 
Hence the late Damned Frier, and all the crew Ty 
Of 1 1ormer Crawling Sects their poiſon drew : To 
Hence all che Troubles, Plagues, Rebellions breed, Nt «+ 
We'veſclr, or fecl, or may hercatrer dread : Th 
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Wherefore enyoyn, that no Lay-coxcombgare 


About him that unlawful Weapon wear; 
Bur charge him chiefly nor ro touch at all 
The dang'rous Works of that old Lelard, Paul; 
Thatarrant }Wickliff, from whom our Foes 
Take all their Batr ries ro arcack our Cauſe ; 
Would he in his firſt years had Martyr'd been, 
Never Damaſcus, nor the Viſion feen ; 
Then he our Parry was, ſtour, vigorous, 
And fierce in chaſe of Hereticks, like us: 
Till he at length, by th' Encmies ſcduc'd, 
Forſook us, and the hoſtile fide eſporis'd, 
Had not the mighty Julian miſt his aims; 
Theſe holy Shreds had all confum'd in flames: 
Bur Gace th' immortal Lumber ſtill endures, 
In ſpight of all his induſtry, and ours; 
Take carc ar leaft it may norcome abroad; 
To taint with catcnnge Herefic the Crowd : 
Ler them be fill kept low in ſence, they 1 pay 


The more reſpect, morc readily obey. 
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Pray that kind Heay'n would on their hearts di 


A bounteous, and abundant Ignorance, (\penk 
Thar they may never ſwerve, nor turn awry 
From ſound, and orthodox Stupidity. 

Burt theſe are obvious.chings, cafie to know, If ( 


Common to every Monk, as well as you : L 
Greater Aﬀairs, and more important wait Fe 
To bediſcuſe'd, and call for our debate: Pr 


Martters, that depth require, and well befic 
Th' Addreſs, and Condutt of a Jeſair. ha 
How Kingdoms are embroil'd , what ſhakes 
How the firſt ſeeds of Diſcontent are fown 
To ſpring up in Rebellion; how are ſer To 
The ſecret ſnares, that circumvent a State : Th 
How bubbled Monarchs are at firſt beguil'd, 
Trepann'd, and gull'd, at laſt depos'd, and kill'd. 
When ome proud Prince, a Rebel ro our 
For disbclieving Holy Church's Creed, —_ 
And Peter-pence, is Hererick decreed ; 


won the Jeſuits. 67 
UY And by a ſolemn, and unqueſtion'd Pow'r 

To Death, and Hell, and You deliver'd o're: 
Chuſe firſt ome dexr'rous Rogue, well tri'd, and 


known 


(Such by Confeſſion your Familiars grown) 
Let him by Art, and Narure fitred be 
For any great, and gallanc Villany, 
Prattis'd in every Sin, cach kind of Vice, 
Which deepeſt Cafuiſts in rheir ſearches mils, 
Watchful as Jealoufic, wary as Fear, 
4 M Ficrcer than Luſt, and bolcer than Deſpair, 
But cloſe, as plotting Ficnds in Council are. 
To him, in firmeſt Oaths of Silence bound, 
The worth, and merit of the Deed propound : 
Tell of Whole Reams of Pardon, ne come o're, 
I'd. Bader of Gold, and Bleſſings, cnadleſs fore: 


of Preterments, it he overcome, 


Dur 
ad And if he fail, undoubted Marryrdom : 

And Bills for Sums in Heav'n, to be drawn 

Un Fattors there, and at firſt ſizhr paid down. 
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With, Arts, and Promiſes, like theſe, allure, 


And make him to your great deſign ſecure. 0 
And hcre ro know the ſundry ways to kill, h 

Is worth the Genius of a Machiarel : b 
Dull Northern Brains, in theſe deep Arts unbred, A 
Know nought but to cut Throats, or Knock ot L 
No ſlight of Murder of the ſubticſt ſhape, (Vicar N 
Your buſic ſcarch, and obſcrvarion ſcape : Li 
Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, y 
And juggling ſteals away a Lite unſcen: if 
WT - How gawdy Fate may be in Preſenrs ſent. Al 
And creep inſenhibly by Touch, or Scent Te 
How Ribbands, Gloves, or Saddic-Pomel mas Co 
An unpcrcciv d, but certain Death convey ; int 
Reo 


Above the reach of Antidorcs, above thc pow 
Ot tlic fam'd Pontich Monntebant ro cure. 


What ere is known to quaint /ra/zas ſpite, 


In ſtudicd Pois'ning $kill'd, and exquiſite: 


What c're great Borgia, cr his Sire could boaſt, 


Which thc Expence of half the Conclave coſt, 
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Thus may the buſineſs be in ſecrer done; 
Nor Authors, nor the Acceſlarics known, 
And the flurr'd guilt with caſc on others thrown. 
But 1 4il Fortune ſhould your Plor betray, 
1 BY And icave you to the rave of Foes aprey ; 
oo Let none his Crume by weak confeſi;on own, 
ca Nor ſhame the Church, while hc'd humielt artone. 
Let varniſh'd Guile, and feign'd Hypocrihes, 
Prexended Holineſs, and uſctul Lics, b 
Your well-difſembled Villany diſguiſc. 


A thouland wily Turns, and Doublcs try, 


« 
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To toil the Scenes, and rodivert the Cry: 

Cog, ſhamm, our-tace, deny, cquivocate, 

Into a thouſand ſhapes your telves tranſlate : 
Remember what the crafty Sportan taught, 
Children with Rattles, Mcn with Oatlis are 
Foriwear upon the Rack, and it you fall, (cwghe: 
thus great comfort make amcnds for all, 


lc, whom they damn for Rogcues, next Ave ſhall 


lade Advocatcs i th' Church's ! cany, 


Wit 
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Who ever with bold Tongue, or Pen ſhall dare 


Againſt your Arts, and Practices declare ; 
Whar Fool ſhallc're prefumpruouſly oppele, 
Your holy Cheats, and godly Frauds diſcloſe; 
Pronounce him Heretick, Fircbrand of Hell, 
Turk, Jew, Fiend, Miſcreant, Pagan, Infidel ; T 
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A thouſand blacker Names, worle Calummes, [ 

All, Wit can think, and pregnant Spite deviſe; 

Strike home, gaſhdeep, no Lies, nor Slanders ſpare ; 

A Wound, though cur'd, yet leaves behind a Scar. If F 

mul Thoſe, whom your Wir, and Reaſon can'tdecry, 

4 Make ſcandalous with Loads of Infamy : 

Make Luther Monſter, by a Fiend begot, (Foot: 

Brought forth with Wings, and Fail, and Clovea 

Makc Whoredom, Inceſt, worſt of vice, and ſhame, 

0 Poliute, and foul his Manners, Lite, and Name. 

Tell how ſtrange Storms uſher'd his fatal end, 

And Hcei!'s black Troops did for his Soul contend. 
Much morc I had to fay ; but now grown taint, 

And ſtrength, and Spirits for the SubjeQt waar : 
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Be 
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Bc theſe great Myſteries, I here untold, 

Amongſt your Order's Inſtitutes enrolf'd : 

Preſerve them facred, doſe and unreveal'd ; 

As ancient Reme her Sy4i/'; Books conceal. 

Let no bold Heretick with ſawcy cye 

Into the Iudden unſeen Archuves pry ; - 
Leſt the malicious flouting Raſcals turn 


Our Church w Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn. 
® 


©; Ler never Rack, or Torture, Pain, or Fcar, 
r. © From your firm Breaſts th' important Secrets tear. 
Y, © If any treach'rous Brother of your own 

Shall ro the World divulge,& make rhem known, » 


- 


Let him by worſt of Deaths his Guilt artonc. | 
'ca © Should but his Thoughts,or Dreams ſuſpected be, 
Let him for ſafery, and prevention dic, | 
And learn 1'th' Grave the Art of Sccreſie, 

But one thing more, and then wirh joy I go, 
1. Þ Norask a lbager ſtay of Fate below : 


Wt, 
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Giveme again once more your plighted Faith, 
And ler cach ſcal it with his Dying Breath : 
As the great Carthaginian heretofore 

The bloody reeking Altar touch'd, and ſwore 
Ercrnal Enmirty to th' Remay Pow'r : 


Swear you (and let the Fares eonfirm the 
ſamc) 


An endlcſs Hatred to the Luth'ra» Name: 

Vow never to admit, or I.caguc, or Peace, 

Or Trucc, or Commerſe with the curſed Race : 
Now, through all Age, when Tune, or Place foe're 
Shall give you pow'r, Wage an immortal War : 


Like Theban Feuds, Ict yours your fclycs ſur- 
vive, 


And in your very Duſt, and Aſhes live. 


Like mine, be your laſt Gaſp their Curſe ——24r 
this 


T hey knect, and all the Sacred Volumn kiſs ; 
Vowing to ſend each year an FHecatomb 


Of Huguenots, an Off 'ring to his Tomb. 
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In vain he would continue ;— Abrupt Death 


A Period puts, and ſtops bis impious Breath: 


In broken Accents bt is ſcarce allow'd 


To faulter out his Bleſſmg on the Crowd, 
Amen is eccho'd by Infernal Howl, 
And ſcrambling Spirits ſeize his parting Soul. 
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S. Ignatius his Image brought in, dif- : 

covering (he Rogueries of the Jelu- 

its, and ridiculous Superſtition of 
the Church of Rome. 


Nce was common Wood, a ſhapeleſs Log, 
Thrown outa Piſſing-poſt for every Dog: 
The Workman yet in doubt, what courſe to take, 
Whether I'd beſt a Saint, or Hog-trough make, 
Afeer debate refoly'd me for a Saint, 
And thus fam'd Loyola Irepreſent : 
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And well I may reſemble him, for he 


"» 


As ſtupid was, as mucha Block as L 
My right Leg maint'd, at halt I ſeem ro ſtand, 
Totellthe Woundsat Pampelune ſuſtain'd. 


we 
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My Sword, and Soldiers Armour here had been, 


But they may in Monſerrats Church be ſeen: 
Thoſe there to bleſſed Virgin I laid down 

* & For Caſſock, Surcingle, and ſhaven Crown, 

The ſpiritual Garb, in which I now am ſhown, 

ha With due Accoutrements, and fit diſguiſc 
| might for Centinel of Corn ſuffice; 
f As once the well-hung God of old ſtood guard, 
And the invading Crows from Forrage ſcar'd. 
Now on my Head the Birds their Relicks leave, 
And Spiders in my mouth their Arras weave ; 
And perſccured Rats oft find in me 
A Refuge, and religious SanQtuary. 
Bur you profaner Hereticks, who &'re 
The Ingquifition, and its vengeance fear, 

I charge, ſtand off, at peril come not near : 


m_— ewelye ſcorg untruſs, break wind, or 
piſs; 


kle enters Fox his Liſts, that dares tranſgreſs : 
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For I'm by Holy Church in rev'rence had, 
And all good Cath'lick Folk implore my aid, 

Theſe Pictures, which you ſee, my Story give, 
The Ads, and Monuments of me alive : 


That Frame , wherein with Tags Weeds 1 
ſtand, 


Contains my Travels to the Holy Land. 

This me, and my Decemvirate at Rome, 

When I for Grant of my great Order come. 

There with Devotion rapt, I hang in Air, 

With Dove (like Ma##mer's) whilp'ring in my 

ul -: ops," : 

| ; \ Here YVirgis in Galeſh of Clouds deſcends, 

| To be my ſateguard from aſſaulting Fiends. 
Thoſc Tables by, and Crurches of the lame, 

p My great Atchievments ſince my death proclaim: 

| | ; Pox, Ague, Dropſie, Palſic, Stone, and Gout, 

i Legions of Maladiesby me caſt our,” 

More than the Colledg know, orever fill 

Quacks Wiping-Paper, and the Weekly Bill. 


What 
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What Peter's ſhadow did of old, the ſame 
Is fancied done by my all-pow'rtul Name; 


For which ſome wear't abour their Necks; and 
Arms, 


[ Toguard from Dangers, Sickneſſes, and Harms ; 
And ſome on Wombs the barrea to relicye, 
A Miracle, I betrer did alive. 
Ott I by crafty Je/«/t am taughe 
Wonders to do, and many a juggling Fear. 
Sometimes with Chafting Diſh behind me pur, 

y I ſwear like Clapr Debauch in Hot-Houſeſhur, 
And drip like any Spitchcock'd Huguenot. 
Sometimes by ſecret Springs Ilcarn to ſtir, 
As Paſte-board Saints dance by mirac'lous Wire : 
Then 7radeſcant's Raritics out-do, 
Sands Watcrworks,and German Clockwork too, 
Or any choice Device at Bartho! mew. 
Somerimes I utter OQraclcs, by Prieſt 

Inſtcad of a Familiar poſlcſt. 
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The Church I vindicate, Lather confure, 
And cauſe Amazement in the gaping Rout. 


Such holy Cheats, ſuch Focus Tricks, 2 
theſe, 


For Miracles amongſt the Rabble pals. 

By this in their Efteem I daily grow, 

In Wealth enrich'd, increasd in Vorries too, 

This draws each year vaſt Numbers to my 
Tomb, 

More than in Pilgrimage ro Mecca come. 

This brings each week new Preſents ro my 


Shrine, 


© And makes it thoſe of J»dian Gods ourſhine, 
+ This gives a Chalice, that a Golden Crols, 
Another maſſie Candleſticks beſtows: 
| Some Altar Cloths of coſtly work, and price, 
q. Pluſh, Tiſſue, Ermin, Silks of nobleſt Dies, 

'h The Birth, and Peſfon in Embroideries: 
Some Jewels, rich as thoſe, th' Ag yprian Punk 
In Jellics to her Reman Stallion drunk, 


ny 


my 
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Some offer gorgeous Robes, which 'ferve to 


wear 

When I on Holydays in ſtate appear ; 

When I'm in pamp on high Proceſſions ſhown, 
Like Pageants of Lord May'r, or Skimmington. | 
Lacullus could not fuch a Wardrobe boaſt, 

Leſs thoſe of Popes at theis Elettion coſt; 

Leſs thoſe. which Sicily's Tyrant heretofore 


From plunder'd Gods, and Jowe's own Shouldets 
core. 


Hither, as toſome Fair, the Rabble come, 
To barter for the Merchandize of Rome ; 
Where Prieſts, like Mountebanks, on Stage appear, 
Texpoſethe Fripp'ry of their hallow'd Ware: 
This is the Lab'ratory of their Trade, 
The Shop, where all their ſtaple Drugs are made ; 
Preſcriptions, ahd Receipts to bring in Gain, 
All from the Church-Diſpenſacories ta'en. 

The Pope's Elixir, Holy Water's here, 
Which they with Chymick Art diſtill'd prepare: 


Choice 
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Choice above Goddard”s Drops, and all the Traſh 


Of modern Quacks; this is that Sovercign Waſh } 
For ferching Spots, and Morphew from the Face, B / 
And ſcowring dirty Cloaths, and Conſciences. } 
One drop of this, if us'd, had pow'r to fray L 
The Legion from the Hogs of Gadara: A 
This would have filene'd quite the Wilſhire Drum, 
And made the prating Fiend of Maſcon dumb. F, 
That Veſſel conſecrated Oyl contains, 
\ 


Kept ſacred, asthe fam'd Ampoulle of Fraxce; 
Which ſome profaner Fereticks would uſe 
For liquoring Wheels of Jacks, of Boors, and O 


Shoocs : 
This make the Chriſm, which mixt with Snort & At 
Pricſts, Fre 


Anoint young Cath'licks for the Church's liſts ; Lo 
And when they'recroſt, conteſt, and die; by this Þ He 
Their lanching Souls ſlide off to endlcis Blits : 
AS Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 
By help of Nagick Unttions mount the Sky. 


You 


apex the Jcluits, 
Yon Altar-Pix of Gold is the Abode, 


And fate Repolitory of their God, 

A Croſs is fix'd upon't the Ficnds to frighr, 
And Flies which would the Deity beſhire; 

And Mice, which oft might unprepar'd receive, 


And to lewd Scoffers cauſc of ſcandal give. 


Here arc perform'd the Conmjurings, and Spells, 


For Chriſtning Sainrs, and Hawks, and Carriers 
Bells ; 


For hall'wing Shreds, and Grains, and Salts, and 
Bawms, 


Kirincs, Croſſes, Medals Shells,and Waxen Lambs : 
Ot wondrous virtue all ( you muſt belicve) 

And from all ſorts of Il preſervative ; 

from Plague, Infection, Thunder, Storm, and Hail, 
Love, Grict, Want, Debt, Sin, and the Devil and all. 
Here Beads arc bleſt, and Pater woſters tram'd, 

(By fome the Tallics of Devotion nam'd ) 

Which of their Pray'rs, and Orailons keep tale, 


Leſt they, and Heav'n ſhould in the reck ning fail. 
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Here Sacred Lights, rhe Alrars graceful Pride, 


Arc by Prieſts breath pertum'd, and fanGtificd; 
Made ſome of Wax, of Her ticks Tallow forme, 
A Gift, which 1r:h Emma ſent to Rome : 


For which great Merit worthily ( we're rold ) 
She's now amongſt her Country -Sainrs inroll'd. 
Here holy Banners arc reſerv'd in ſtore, 

And Flags, ſuch as the fam'd Armade bore : 

And hallow'd Swords, and Dagrcrs kept for ule, 
When reſty Kings the Papal Yoke rcfuſc 

And conſecrated Ratsbane, to be laid 

For Her tick Vermin, Which the Church invade. 


Bur that which brings in moſt of Wealth , and 
(3410, 


Docs beſt thc Pricfts fwoln Trives,, and Purks 
ſtrain; 


Here they cach weck their conſtant Auttions hold 


8]: Reliques, winch by Cand!'s Inch arc fold : 


Saiars by thc dozen here arc let to laie, 
Like Mortals wrought in Gingerbread on Stall. 


Hitho 


_- 
[IR 


ics 
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Hither are loads from empricd Charnels brought, 
And Voiders of the Worms irgm Sextons bought; 


Which ferve for Retail rthrouch the World to 
vent, 


Soch as of late were to the Savoy fent : 
Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpers ſhorn, 
And Fclons Boncs from riſled Gibbers torn; 


like thotc , 


ſtcals, 


For Witchcratts, Amulcts 


which fome old Hag at micnight 


ind Charms, and Spells, 
Are paſt tor facred to the chcap'ning Rour ; 

And worn on Fingers, Breaſts, and Ears abour: 
This boaſts a Scrap of me, and thar a Bir 

Of good S. Crrorer, S. Patrick, or S. Nit. 

Thcic Locks $5. Bridger s were and thoſe S.Clare's ; 
Some tor 5. Carhariuc's go, and fome for ber s 


That wip'd her Savirars feet, waſl'd with hc 
TTArS. 
Hcre you may tee my wounded Lep, and here 


Thoſe, whichto Chixz bore the orcat Xavier. 


Here 
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Here may you the grand Traiter's Halcer fee, 


Some call't the Arms of the Sociery : 
Here is his Lanthorn too, but Faxx his, not, 


That was embezld by thc Zugurner. 


Hcre Garret's Straws,and Beaker's Boncs,and Hair, 


For murd'ring whom, ſome Tails arc ſaid to wear; 


As lcarned Capgrave docs record their fate, 
And faithful Britiſh Hiſtorics relate. 

Tholc are S. Lawrence Coals cxpos d to VIeW, 
Strangely preſery'd, and kept alive rill now, 
That's the fam'd Wildeforts wondrous Beard, 
For which her Maidcnhead the T yrant fpard. 
Yon is the Baptift's Coat, and one of's Heads, 
The rcſt arc ſhewn in many a place beſides ; 
And of his Teeth as many Sets there are, 
Ason their Beles tix Operators wear. 

Here Blcſicd Maris Milk, nor yerrurnd four, 
Renown d (hike Als cs) for is beatings pow Tr, 


Ten /{o7and Kinc ſcarce mn a year give more 


wpen the Jeſuits. 35 
Here is her Mantcad and a Smoek of hers, 


Fellow to that, which once rclicv'd Poitiers : 
Beſides her Hu bands Utenſils of Trade, 
Wherewith ſome prove, that Images were made. 
Here is the Soldiers Spear, and Patlion-Nails, 
Whoſe quantity would ferve for building Pazs ; 
Chips, ſome from Holy Croſs, from 7 {rx ſome, 
Honour'd by many a Jeſ#/r's Martyrdom; 

All hcld of ſpecial, and mirac'lous Pow'r, 

Not Taber more approv for Arcu's cure: 


Hoare Shooes, Which, once perhaps at Newgate 
hung, 


Angled their Charity, that paſt along, 

Now for S. Peter's go, and th' Office bear 

For Pneſts, they did for Icfier Villains there. 
Theſc are the Fathers Implcments, and Tools, 

Their gawdy Trangums for inveiglhng Fools : 

Theſc ſerve for Bairs the ſimple to cnſnare, 

Like Cluldren fpirited with Tays at Fair. 


$6 SATIRX IF. 


Nor arc they halt the Artifeces yer, 


By which the Vulgar they dciude, and cheat " 


d 


Which ſhould 1 undertake, much caficr I, 
Much ſooner might compute what Sins there be 
Wip4 off, and | ardon'd a a Tybiice 
What Bribes enrich the Datary cach year, 
Or Vices created on by Eſcet a 
How many Whores in Rowe projets the T rade, 
Or grcatcr numbers by Conticiion made. 

One underrakes by Scalc of Miles ro vel 
Thc Bounds, Duncnſions, and Extent et Hell ; 


How far, and wade hh latina Monrch 
TIONS, 


How many German Leagucs his: Reaim con 
rams : 


Who are lis Muniſlers, pretends to Know, 
And all their ſeveral Ofhees below 
How many Chaudrons hc each year cxpends 


In Coals tor roaſtmo Furnwwoi, and Ficnds 
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And with as much exactnek ſtates the caſe, 


As it h ad been Surveyor of the piace. 

, Anothcr trichrs the Rout with rutul Storics, 
Ot wild Chimars's, Limbe's, Fir eateries, 
And bloated Souls in fmoaky durance hung, 
Like a Wefpraite Gammon, or Neats I onouc, 
To be redeem'd with Maſles, and a Sonr. 
A good round Sur muſt the Dcliv rance buy, 
For none may there ſwear out on poverty. 
Your rich, and bountcous Shades are only cas 4, 


No Flirt , of Aimgs Bend þ Ghoſts arc thence re- 
lcas d 


A thigd the wicked, and dcbauch'd to picaſe, 
N Crics up the vertve of Iadulgences, 
And all the rates of Vices docs aflcis ; 
What price they in the bely Chamber bear, 
And Cuſtoms tor cach Sin imported there: 


Hou you at beſt advantages may buy 


Patcors for Sucnled?, and Simony 
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What Tax is in the Leach'ry-Othce laid 


On Panders, Bawds, and Whores, that ply 4 
Tradc : , 


What coſts a Rape, or Inceſt, and how cheap 
You may an Harlot, or an Ingic keeps 

How caſic Murder may afforded be 

or one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 

Put not of Her ticks ; there no Pardon lacks, 
"Tis one o th' Church's mcritorious Atts. 


For vemial Trifles, leis and ſlighrer F auirs, 


They nere deſerve the trouble of your thoughts. 


Ten Ave AMaries mumbled ro the Croſs 

Clear {corcs of rwice ten thouſand fuch as thoſe + 
Some are at ſound of chriſten'd Bell forgiven, 
And ſome by ſquirt of Holy Warcr driven: 
Others by Anthems play Te ctharm'd away, 

As men curc Bircs of thc Tarants/s 


But nothing with the Crowd Goes more on 
lancc 


Thc valuc ot theſe holy Char latent, 


| s the Jeſuits. 8 

Than cha. : A : the Maſs they view, ; 

eedaigirual Jugglers their chief Maſt'ry ſhew : 

4 #, Sirs / Whar's this? "tis Bread you fee; 
Prefls be gone / "tis now a Deity. 


Two grains of Dough, with Croſs, and ſtamp of 
Pricft, 


And five ſmall words pronounced , make up their 
Chr tif. 


To this they all fall down, thus all adore, 
And firait devour, what they ador'd before ; 
Down goes the tiny Savioar at a bit, 
To bedipefted, and at length beſhit : 
mm Alcar to Cloſe Stool, or Jakes preferr'd, 
| Water, nexta God, and then a 
Tis this, that docs the aſtoniſh'd Rour amule, 
And Revercnce to ſhaven Crown infuſe: 


ofce a filly, fintul, mortal Wighr 


$s maker make, create the Infunte. 
ax bogglcs at th impoſlibility ; 
las, "tis wondrous Heavenly Myſtery! 


s -—_ > 
— "—— TIF" 
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None dares the mighty God-maker blaſpheme, 
Nor his moſt open Crimes, and Vices blame: 
Saw he thoſe hands that held his God before, 
Strait grope himſelf, and by and by a Whore ; Tl 
Should they his aged Father kill, or worſe, Ti 
His Siſters, Daughters, Wilc, himſiclt roo force. 

And here I might (if 1 but durſt) reveal mn 


ho 


What pranks are plaid im the Conicfhonal : n 
How hauntcd Virgins have been diſpoſiceſt, bh 
And Devils were caſt out, to letin Pricft : " 
What Fathers act with Novices alone, 11 
And what to Punks in ſhriving Seats #s done ; - 
Who rthither flock to Ghoſtly Confeſfor, - 
To clcar old debts, and rick with Hcav's for more w, 
Ofr have 1 ſcen theic hallow'd Altars flain'd 7, 


With Rapcs, thoſe Pews with Bu cs profan'd 

P35, EEcrIics | Th 
Nor great Celzer, nor any greater Baw d, T6 
Ot Note, and long expericnce in the Trade, 


Has more, aud foulcr Sccacs of Luſt furvcy & 
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But | theſe dang'rous Truths torbear to tell, 
For fear 1 ſhould the /=qai/t ion tec. 
Should 1 ccll all them counties Knaverics, 
Their Cheats, and Shams, and Forgcries, and Lies. 


Their Cringings, Croſſings, Cenfings, Sprinklings, 
Chritms, 


Thar Comurings, and Spells, and Exorciſms; 


Thar motly Habits, Mamples, and Stoles, 
Albs, Ammaits, Rocherts, Chimers,” Hoods, and 


Cowls 
Sould I rell all chcir ſeveral Services, 
Their Trenrals, Maſlts, Dirges, Rofarics; . 
Their folemn Pumps, their Pageants, and Parades, 
Thar holy Masks, and ſpiritual Cavalcades, 
With thouſand Antick Tricks,aad Gambols more; 
I Twould {well the fum to fuch a mighty ſcore, 
"© Thatl at length ſhould more volum'nous grow, 
Than Crabs, or Sar i, lying Fox, or Stow. 
| = Behcve what crc 1 have rclarcd here, 


| | : ' 
4s truc, as it rwere ſpokc trom Porph ry Chair. 


SATIR I, &c 
If Thave feign'd in ought, or broach'd a Lie, 
Let worſt of Fares atrend me, let me be — 
Piſt on by Porter, Groom, and Oyſter-whore, 
Or find my Grave in Jakes, and Common ſhore: 
Or make next Bonfire for the Powder Plot, 
The ſport of every ſnecring Fugucnce. 

There like a Martyr'd Pope in Flames expire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire 


O—" 


Ande aliquid brevibu Gyaris, & carcere dignum, 


©: - 
$1 wits ee drigmis, Juven. Sar. 
() D E. 
r, 


O W Curſes on you all! ye ver- 


ruous Fools, 


N 


Who think to ferrer free-born fouls, 

And tic 'em to dull morality, and rules. 

The Stagarite be damn'd, ond all che Crew 
Of Learned Idiots, who his ſteps purkue ; 


thole more filly Profelyres, whom his fond 
precepts drew. * 

Oh! had his Erhicks been with their wild Au- 
an thor drown'd, 


Or a like Fatc with thok loſt Writings tound, 


Which 
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Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to fire, 


And made by unjuſt Flames expire : 
They ne'rc had then ſeduc'd Mortality, 


Ne're laftcd to debauch the world with their lewd 
Pedantry. 


Bur damn'd, and more [ it Hell can dot} be the 
thrice<curlicd name, 


Whoe're the Rudiments of Law deſign'd; 
Who e're did the firſt model of Religion frame, 
And by that double Vaſſilage enthrall'd Mankind 


By nought before, bur their own pow'r,, or wil 
coahin'd : 


Now quite abridgd of all weir Primitn 


Liberty, 
And ſlaves to cach capricious Monarch' Tyranny. 


More happy Brutcs | who the great Rule of Scai 
obſerve, 


And nc'rc from their firſt Charter ſwerve. 
Happy ! whoſe lives are meerly to enjoy, 


And fcel no ſtings of fin, which may their bliſs 
noy. 


Still unconcern'd at Epithcts ol all, or good, 


Diſtintions , unadulcr'rarce Naturc never unde 


ſtood. 4 


* * 


7 


wir 
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2. 


Hence hated Vertue from our goodly Iſle, 


No more our joys beguile ; 


No more with thy loath'd preſence plague our 
happy ſtare, 


Thou cnemy to all, that's brisk, or gay, or brave, 


or great. 
Be gonc with all thy pwus meagre Train, 
To ome unfruitful, unfrequented Land, 
And there an Empire gain, 


=y + 


And there extend thy rigorous command : 
There where illib'ral Natur's niggardiic 
Has icta Tax on Vice. Q 
Where the lean barren Repon does enhance of 
The worth of dear intemperance, 
And for cach plcafurable fin cxatts exciſe. 


We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply -can of- 
tend, 


And want no tempting Luxuries, 
No good convenient finming opportuiyties, 


Winch Nature's bounty could beftow, or Heaven's 
kindnets Icnd 


Go 
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Go follow that nice Goddeſs to the Skies, 


ſl Who herctofore diſguſted ar increaſing Vice, 


Diſlik'd the world , and thought it roo pro- 
phans, 


And timely hence retir'd , and kindly nc're > 
rurnd again, 


' Henceto thoſe airy Manſions rove, 
Converſc with Saints, and holy folks above; 
| Thoſc may thy preſence woo, 
| ; m"_—_ lazy caſe affords them nothing clſc to 


Where haughty fcorntul I, 


And my great Fricnds will nc're vouchfafe rhe: 
company. 


Thou'rtnow an hard, unpratticable good, 
Too difficult for ſlcſh and blood :; 


Were I all foul, like them, perhaps Ide learn 
practiſe rhee. 


2- 


Verrue! thou folemn grave impertincnce, 


Abhorr'd by all the men of wit, and ſenſe. 
Thos 
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Thou damn'd Fatigue ! that clogſt lifes journey here, 


Though thou no weight of wealth, or profir 
bear ; 


Thou puling tond Grecen-ſicknels of the mind ! 
re That maKk'it us prove to our own (clves unkind, 
Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for dict chuſc, 
And, Plcaſur's better food refuſe. 
Curft Jilt! char lcad'ſt deluded Mortals on, 


Till they too lare perceive themic:ves un- | 
to done, 4 


Chous d by a Dowry 1n reverſion. 
The greateſt Vorary, thou cre could'tt boaſt, 


Piry fo brave a Soul was oa thy ſervice loft ; 


w SS. 4. ASE - _ 


4 What Wonders he mn wickedactls had done, 


Whom thy weak pow'r could fo in{puc 
Alone ? 
| to —_— "2 & 
Tho' long with tond amours he courted thee, 


Yer dying, did recant lus vain [dolatry : 


ft length , though late, he did repent with 
ſhame, 


Forc'd to coafcls thee nothing, tuc-an cmpry 
namc 


H 
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| So was that Leacher gull'd, whoſe haughty love Þ}| ? 
i Defign'd a Rape on the Queen Regent of the 
| Gods above: 1 
1 When he a Goddcis thought he had in chaſe, 
| | He found a gaudy vapour in the place, 
| And with thin Air beguil d his ſtarv'd \ 
embrace. 
Idly he ſpent his vigour, ſpent his blood, c 
And ryrd hunſclt r oblige an unperforming 
Cloud. 
4 I 
If Human kind to thee 'ere worſhip paid ; 
They were by ignorance muſled, F 


Thar only them devour, and thee a Goddeſs made, 


Known haply in the Worlds rude untaught in- F , 
fancy, 


Before it had out-grown its childiſh innocence, - 
| Before it had arriv'd at ſenſe, 
al Or reach'd rhe manhood, and diſcretion of De+ Þ 57 
f bauchery ; 


Known in thoſe antient godly duller times, 


When crafty Pagans had ingrofs'd all crimes; 
When 
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When Chriſtian Fools were obſtuuately good, 


Nor yet their Goſpel-freedom underſtood. 
Tame caſie Fops! who could fo prodigally bleed, 
To be thought Sainrs, and dyc a Calcnder with 


red : oF 
No prudent Heathen cre ſeduc'd could be, 
To fuftcr Mart) rdom tor thee : 


Only that arrant Als whom the talſc Oracle call d 
10 W ic 


(No wonder it the Devil utter] lics) 


That ſniveling Puritan , who ſpight of all ch: 
mocde 


Would be unfaſhionably good, 


And exercis'd his whining gifts. to rail at Vice : 


ic, Him all the Wis of Artbens damn'd, 
NF And jwſtly with Lampoons defam'd : 
But when the mad Fanarick could not Cleac'd 
be 
From broaching dang rous Divinity ; 
po 


The wife Republick made him tor prevenriondie, 


And font hunt to thc Gods, and borter com 
pany 


: 
[Sl " 


(-100 ) 


$. 
Let fumbling Age be grave, and wilc, 


And Vertu's poor contem'd /dea prize, 


| Who never knew, or now arc paſt the {ſweers ff} / 
Vice ; 


| While we whoſe attive pulſes bear 
With luſty youth, and vigorous hear, 
| Can all their Bcards, and Morals roo deſpiſe, 


F While my plump vcins are fill'd with luſt and , 
x blood ; 
{| Lernotone thought of her intrude, 
Or darc approach my breaſt, ; 
Bur know 'tis all poſicſt 
By a more welcom gucſt : 
And know, I have not yerrhe lciſure to be good. , 
It ever unkind deſtiny 
Shall force long life on me ; . 


If cre I mult thecurſe of dotape bear; 


Perhaps Tl dedicate thoſe dregs of Time to 


her, 


And come with Crutchcs hcr moſt humble vo- 


rary, £ 
When 


( 1OL } 
When ſprightly Vice retreats frome hence, 


And quits the ruins of decayed fenie ; 
Shel ſerve to uſher in a fair prerence, 


 oB And varniſh with hcr name a well-cdifſembled im- 
POTcnce. 


When Prifick, Rheums, Catarrhs, and Palfics 
ſerze, 


And all the Bill of Maladics, 


Which Heavn to puniſh over-liviag Mortals 
_ lends ; 


Then let her cnter with the numerous infirmi- 
ries, 


Her ſclf the grearcſt plague, which wrinkles, and 
gray hairs atrends 


6. 


k Tell me, ye Vencrable Sorts, who court her molt, 
What ſmall advantage can {he boaſt, | 
Which hcr grcat Rival hath not in a ercater ſtore it 
ingrolt, 
& Her boaſted calm, and peace of mind 4 | 
In Wine, and Company we beztcr find, 
ev tid it with pleaſurc too combin «1. 


H 3 
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[In michty Wine, where we our ſenſes ſicep, 


And Lull ovr Carcs, and Conſoences 


allcep : 
| -'t why dolI thar wiki Climerd name t 
| Conicience! that giddy airy Dream, 


Vlich docs from brain-dick hcads . or illdipeft 
ino {lomachs ſtcam, 


Conlcicace! the vain phantaſtick tear 


Ot puniſhments, we know not when , nor 
j't WIIKTS * 


Project of cratty Statchkmen ! to ſupport wea 
Law, 


Whercby thcy flavith Sparits 21WcC, 


And daſtard Souls to torcd obedicnct 
draw. 


Grand Wheadle ! which our Gown'd Impoſtors 
ulc, 


: 


1hc POOT unthint mo Rabblc ro abulc 


»irccrow ! ro fri-hgt from the tortbadden frum of 
SICC 


1hcr own bcloved Paradifc: 


I »C THCC VIC (_antcrs V kodncis decary, 
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Whoſe Mercenary tongues take pay 


Ces For what they fay ; 


And yet commend in prattice what thcir words 
deny, 


While we diſcerrung Heads, who farther pry, 
N Their holy Chears defic 


And fcorn their frauds, and fcorn their 
kndificd Cajoulery. 


- 


bh ,- 
: None bur dull unbred Fools dilcredit vice, 
4 Who att their wickednels with an ill grace; 
Such their proteſhon ſcandalize, 
And juſtly foricir all rhar praiſe : 
"4 All that cſtcem, that credit, and applauſe, 
x Which we by our wiſe mcnage from aſin can raile. 


A rruc, and brave trauſgretior ought 


To fin with the fame hcight of fpicit, Ceſar 
oO foudh : 


Mcan-Soul'd offenders now no honours gain, 
Only dcbauches of the noblcr ſtrain. 


Vice well-improv'd yiclds blifs, and fame beſide, 


And fome tor ſinning haye been deifi'd, 
H 4 Thus 


ic 
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Thus the lewd Gods of old did move, 


By theſe brave methods ro the ſears above, 


of 


EV'n Jove himlelt, thc Sovereign Deity, ol 


Father and King of allth' immortal Progeny, 


Aſcendod tothat high Degree ; * 
By crimes above the reach of weak Morrality. 
x; He Heav'none larve Seragho made, 5 


Each Goddeſs turn'd a glorious Punk o'th 
tradc :; 


And all that Sacred place 
Was fiil'd with Baſtard Gods of his own race: G 
Almighty Lech'ry gor his firſt repure, 
An cverlaſting whoriag was lus chicteſt Artr? 


butc. 


8. 


How galiant was that Wretch, whotc happy guilr 
A Fame upon the Ruins of a Temple built! 

* I.ct tools, ſaid he, Impicty alledg, 
* And urgc the no-great fault of Sacriledg : 


* Fle fer the Sacred Pile on flame, 


« An:1 in ts Aſhes write my laſting Name, 
T My 
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«My name which thus ſhall be 


& Deathleſs as its own Deity. 
© Thus the vyain-glorious Carian Tic our-do, 
« And Fgyprs proudeſt Monarchs too ; 
* Thoſc lavith Prodigals, who idly did conſume 
*« Their Lives, and Treaſures to erect a Tomb, 
© And only great by being buried would become : 
* At cheaper rates than they Tle buy Renown, 


* And my loud Fame ſhall all their ſilent glories 
drown. | 


$50 ſpake the daring He&tor, fo did Propheſie, 
And ſo it prov'd, in vain did envious Spite 
By -truitleſs methods ry 
To raze his well-built Fame, and Memory 
Amongſt Poſteriry : 
The Boutefex can now Immortal write, 


While the inglorious Founder is forgotten quite. 

| 

9. | | | 

Yet greater was that mighty Emperour; 


(A greater crime beficted his high Pow r) " 


Who 


—odgt.,._ 


. - - ®. 
yo — > a6 | 
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Who ſacrific'd a City to a Jeſt, 


And ſhew'd he knew the grand intrigues of 
humor belt : 


He made all Rome a Bonchre to his Fame, 
And Sung, and play'd, and danc'd amidft the 


Flame ; 
Bravely begun ! yer piry there he ſtay'd, 
One ſtep to Glory more he ſhould have made: 
Hc ſhould have heav'd the noble frolick higher, 
And made the People on that Fun'ral Pileexpire, 
Or providently with their blood put out the Fire. 
Had this been done ; 
The utmoſt pitch of glory he had won : 
No greater Monument could be 
To conſccrate him to eternity, 


Nor ſhould there need another Herald of tus 
praiſe, but me. 


I ©. 


And thou, yet greater Faux, the glory of out 
Iſle, 


Whom baffled Hell efteems its chicteſt Foyl; 


'T were 
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'Twere injury ſhould I omit thy name, 


Whoſe action merits all the breath of Fame. 
Mcthinks, I fee the trembling ſhades below 
Around in humble reverence bow ; 
Doubrtul they ſcem,wherher ro pay their Loyalty 
To their drcad Monarch, or to thee: 
No wondcr he (grown jealous of thy fcar'd ſucceſs) 
Envy'd Mankind the honour of thy wickedneſs, 


And ſpoil'd that brave artempe, which muſt haye 
made his grandeur lets. 


How e'e regret not, mighty Ghoſt, 
Thy Plot by treach'rous forrune crolt, 
Nor think thy well deſerved glory loſt. 
Thou the full praiſe of Villany ſhalr ever ſhare, 


And all will judg thy Act, compleat enough, 


when thou could'ſt dare, 
So thy great Maſter far'd, whole high diſdain 


Contemn'd that Hcaven, where he could not 
Reign, 


When hc with bold ambition ſtrove 
T* uſurp the Throne above, 


And led againſt the Deity an armed Train, 
Though 
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Though from his vaſt deſigns he fell, 


O're-power'd by his Almighty Foe, 
Yet gain'd he Victory in his overthrow : 


He pain'd ſufficient Triumph , that he durſt 
Rebel, 


And 'twas ſome pleaſurc to be thought the 
great'lt in Hell. 


IT. 


Tell mc, you great Triumvirate, whar ſhall I do 
To be illuſtrious as you? 
Let your examples move me with a gen'rous fire, 
Let them into my daring thoughts inſpire 


Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome vaſt Gyant- 
crime, 


Unknown, unheard, unthoughr of by all paſt 
and preſent time. 


'Tis done, 'tis done; Mcthinks, I feel the pow'rtul 
charms, 


And a new hear of finmy ſpirit warms ; 
I travel with a glorious miſchicf, for whoſe birth, 


My Soul's too narrow, and weak fate too feeble 
co bring forth. 


Ler 
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Let the unpitied vulgar ramely go, 


And ſtock for company, the wide Plantations 
down bclow : 


Such their vile Souls for viler Barter ſcll, 


Scarce worth the damning, or their room in 
Hell. . 


We are his Grandces, and expect as high prefer: 
ment there, *' 


For our good Gexvice, as on carth we thre. 
In them fin is but a mcer privariye of good, S 
The frailry, and defect of fleſh, and blood: 
In us 'tis a perteQtion, who profeſs 
A ſtudicd, and elaborate wickedneſs. 
We're the great Royal Society of Vice, 
Whoſe Talents arc to make diſcoveries, 
And adyance fin like other Arts, and Sciences. 
Tis I the bold Columbus, only I, 
who muſt new Worlds in Vice deſary, 
And fix the pillars of unpaſſable iniquity. 
I2, 
How fneaking was the firſt debauch, that Gin'd 


Who for ſo ſmall a Crimc fold human kind! 
Who 


0 


( 110 ) 
How undeſerving that high place, 


To bethoughr Parent of our fin, and race, 


Who by low guilt our nature doubly did debaſe! 4 
Unworthy was he to be thought 
Farher of the grear firſt-born Cain, which he begor; 
The noblc Cain, whoſe bold, and gallant aft | 
Proclaim'd him of more high extratt : 
Unworthy me, p 
And all the braver part of his Poſteriry. , 
Had the juſt Fates deſfign'd me in his ſtead; 
I'd done ſome great, and unexampled deed : 
A deed, which ſhould decry 
The Stoicks dull Equality, 
And ſhew that fin admits tranſcendency : 


A deed, wherein the Tempter ſhould not 
ſhare / 


Above whar Heav'n could puniſh, and 


above what he could darc 
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For greater crimes than his I would have fell, 
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And ated ſomewhat , which might merit 
more than Hell. 
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An Apology for the foregoing Ode, by way of 
Epilogue. 


Y part is done, and you'l, I hope, excuſe 


Th extravagance of a repentig Muſe, 
Pardon what cre ſhe hath too boldly ſaid, 

She only afted here in Maſquerade. 

For the light Arguments ſhe did produce, 

Were not to flatter Vice, bur to rraduce. 

$o we Buffoons in Princely dreſs expoſe, 

Not to be gay, bur more ridiculous. 

When ſhe an Hettor for her. Subjet had, 

She thought ſhe muſt be Termagant, and mad : 
That made hcr fpcak like a lewd punk o'&Y 


Town, 


Who by converſe with Bullics wicked grown, 
Has learn'd the Mode to cry all Vertue down. 
But now the Vizard's off ; ſhe changes Scene, 

And turns a modeſt civil Girl agen. 


( 11z ) 
Our Poet has a diffterencrtaſte of Wir, 


Nor will ro common Vogue himſelf ſubmit. 1 
Ler ſome admirc tixe Fops whoſe Talents lic 
In venting dull infipid Blaſphemy ; f 


He ſwears, he cannot with thoſe rerms diſpenſe, 


Nor will be damn'd for the repute of ſenſe. , 

Wit's name was never to profanencſs due, X 

, For then you (ce he could be witry too: 1 
j He could Lampoon the State, and Libel Kings, . 
lh | But that he's Loyal, and knows berrer things, T 
PI | Than, Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſo a 
; , ſprings. " 
A He likes nor Wir, which can't a Licence claim, A 
4d To which the Author darcs not fer his Name, l: 
| p Wir ſhould be open, court each Reader's eye, H 
Not lurk in ſly unprinted privacy. Ar 
Bur Crim'nal Writers like dull Birds of Night , £1 

For weakneſs, or for ſhame avoid the lighr; Fo 

May ſuch a Jury for their Audience have, He 

Hy 


And from the Bench, aot Pit, their doom receive 


May 


( 1173 ) 
May they the Kow'r for their due merits ſhare, 


And a juſt wreath of Hemp, norLaurel, wear : 
He could be Bawdy too, and nick the times, 


In what they dearly love; Damn'd placket 
Rhutmes, 


Such as our Nobles write—— 

Whoſe nauſcous Poctry can reach no higher 
Than what the Codpiece, or its God inſpire. 
$0 lewd, they ſpend art quill; you'd juſtly think, 
They wrote with ſomerhing naſticr than Ink. | 
But he (till thoughrrhar lictle Wir, or none, | 
Which a juſt modeſty muſt never own, 
And a meer Reader with a Bluſh artone. 

it Ribauldry deferv'd the praiſe of Wir, 


He muſt refion to cach illirfrare Cirr, 


And Prenrtices, and Car-men challenge it. 

Ey'n they too can be ſmart, and witty there; 
tor all men on that Subrwett Poets are. 
Henceforth he vows, it cver more he find 


Himſelf to the baſe itch of Verſe inclin'd ; 


[ 


( 114 ) 
If cre he's given up fo far to write ; 


He never mcans to make his end delight : 
Should he do ſo; he muſt deſpair ſucceſs : 
For he's not now debauchr enough to pleaſe, 
And muſt be damn'd for want of wickednels. 


He'l therefore uſe his Wit another way, 


And next the uglineſs of Vice diſplay. 
Though againſt Vertue once he drew his Pen, 
He1ne'e for ought, bur her defence, aven. 
Had he a Genius, and Pocrick rape, 

Great asthe Vices of this guilty Age. 


Were he all Gall, and arm'd with ſtore of 
ſpight ; 


*Twere worth his pains to undertake to write ; 

Tonoble Satyr he'd direct his aim, 

And by't Mankind, and Poetry reclaim, 

He'd ſhoot hisQuills juſt like a Porcupine 

Ar Vice, and make them ſtab in every Line, 

The world ſhould learn to bluſh, q 


( rs) 
And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wit, 


Which worſe than their own Conſciences ſhould 
fnght, 


And - wm think him Hcav'ns juſt Plague, de- 
ion 


To viſit for the fins of lewd Mankmd, 
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Ovids Metamorphoſis 
Inutated an Engliſh. 


LON DO XN: 
Printed for Fo. Hindmarſh. 1682. 


1HE 


Paſſion of By blis 


OUT 


Ovid's WEED B. 9. F.1t. 


Beginning at * 
Byblu in exemplo eſt, ut ament conceſſa puelle. 
And ending with 


——- Modumque 
Exu, & infelex commnutu ſpe repelli, 


1 _ — 


— o - 


OU hcedlcfs Maxds, w hoſe young, and 
tender hearts 


Unwoundcd yer, have icap'd the fatal 
Garrs ; 


Let the fad talc of wretched Byilu move, 
And learn by her to ſhun forbidden Love. 
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Not all the plenty, all the bright refort 


=» TF 


Ot gallant Youth, rhat gracd the Carian Conrt, 
Could charm the haughtyNymph's diſGaintul heart, 
Or from a Brother's guilry Love divert ; 
Caunu ſhe lov'd, not as a Siltcr ought, 
But Honour, Blood, and ſhame alike forgot : 
Caunus alons takes up her Thoughts, and Eyes, 
For him aloneſhe wiſhes, grieves and lighs, 

At ficſt her new-born Paſſion owns no name, 
A glim'ring Spark ſcarce kindling into flame ; 


Sh> thinks it no offence, if from his Lip 


A ww om wo cw a it» © = 


Shc ſnatch an harmlcls blils, ut hee fond chp 
Wuh looſe embraccs oft his Neck furround, 


And Love is yet in debrs of Naturedrown'd. 


But Love art length grows naughty by dcprecs, 


And nov! the likes, and ſtrives her fclt ro pleaſe : 


Well -dreſt ſhc comes and arms her Eycs with darts 


Her Smiles with charms, and all the ſtudied arts” 


Which pra.tisd Love can teach ro vanguiff 
hcarrs. 


laJu 
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{aduſtrious now, ſhe labours to be fair, 


And cavies all, whoever fairer arc. 


Yet knows ſhe not, ſhe loves, bur ſtill does grow, 


laſenſibly the thing, the does not know: 
Sit honour yet her check'd deſires does bind, 
And modeſt thoughts, on this fide wiſh confin'd : 
Only within ſhe fooths her pleaſing flames, 
And now, the hated terms of Blood diſclaims: 
Brether founds harſh ; ſhe the unpicaſing word 
Strives to forger, and oftner calls him Lord: 
And when the name of S:fer grares her car, 
Could wift't unfaid, and rather Ryblu hear. 

Nor dare the yet with waking Thoughts admit 
A wanton bope : bur when returning night 
Wuh Sicep's ſoit gentle fpell her Senſes charms, 
kind fancy often brings him to her Arms: 
In them ſhe oft docs the lov'd Shadow ſeem 
To grafp, and joys, yct bluſhes roo in Dream, 
She wakes, and long in wonder filent lics, 
And thinks onher late picaſing Exraſics: 
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Now likes, and now abhors her guilry flame, 
By turns abandon'd to her Love, and Shame : 


At length her ſtruggling thoughts an utrrance 
fnd , 


And vcnt the wild diorders of hcr mind. 


« Ah me! ( ſhe cries) kind Heavenavert! what 
means 


« This boading form.thar nightly rides my dreams! 
« Grant 'em untrue! why ſhould lewd hope d+ 


vinc ? 
« Ah! why was this roo charming Viſion foen 
«Tis truc,by the moſt envious wrerch, thar ſees, 
* He's own(d all fair, and lovely, own'd a prize 
« Worthy the conqueſt of the brighteſt eyes: 
« A prizethat wou'd my high'ſt ambuion fill, 
« All I could wiſh ;-—-bur hc's my Brother till * 
« That crucl word for cver muſt digoyn, 
« Nor can | hope, bur thus, to have hun mine. 
« Since thca I waking never mult policts ; 
**Ler me in ſicep at lcalt enyoy the bliſh, 
* And ſurc nice Vertue can't forbid me this : 


* Kind 
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*Kind ſeep docs no malicious ſpics admir, 


«Yet yiclkds a lively ſemblance of delight : 
* Gods! what a ſcene of joy was that ! how faſt 
*T claſp d the Vion ro my panting breaſt ! 


* With what fierce bounds I ſprung ro meet my 
blits, 


* While my rapt foul flew our in every kiſs! 
*Till breathlefs, faint, and ſoftly ſunk away, 
| all diffoly'd in recking plcaſures lay! 


*How ſweet is the remembrance yet! though 
raght 


*Too haſty fied, drove on by envious light. 

% Ochat we might the Laws of Narure break ! 
"How wedll would Caxmus mean Husband make ! 
* How well to Wite might he lus By4/s take! 
*Wou'd God! in all things we had partners bin 
*Beſides our Parents, and our faral Kin : 
* Wou'd thou wert noblcr, I more meanly born, 
*Then guiltkc6 I'd deſpair d, and lutter'd fcorn: 
* Happy that Maid unknown, whoe're ſhall prove 
* So dicft, ſo cnvied, ro delerve thy love. 


« Un- 


124 The P ASSION 
« Unhappy me! whom the ſame womb did joyn, Þ}| «: 


« Whichnow forbids me ever tobe thine 1 
« Curſt fate! that we alone in that agree, «4 
* By which we ever muſt divided be. 

* And muſt we be? what meant my Viſions then? JF .- 
* Arc they, and all their dear prefages vain ? *( 
« Have dreams no credit, but with cafic love ? * 


* Or do they hit ſometimes, and faithful prove+ }F} 1 
* The Gods forbid! yet choſe whom 1 invoke, 5 
* Have loy'd like me, have their own Siſters rook: Þ} « 
« Great Satary, and his greater Off-ſpring, Jove, a] 
* Both ſtock'd their Heaven with inceſtuous love: I} 4 


« Gods haye thcir priviledg : why do I ſtrive T 
«To ſtrain my hopes to their Prerogarive ? T 
« No, let me baniſh this forbidden fire, | 3 


« Or quench it with my blood, and with't expire: || © 
« Unſtain'd in honour, and unhurt in fame, 

« Letthe ſame Grave bury my Love, and Shame: 
* Bur whenar my laſt hourl gaſping he, 

*Let only my kind Marderer be by : 


# BTBLIS. 25 
«Let him, while 1 breath our my ſoul in ſighs, 


« Or gazc't away, look on with pittying eyes : 

«Let him ( for ſure he can't deny me this ) 

* Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kiſs. 
« Beſides, 'rwere vain ſhould I alone agree 

*To what another's will muſt catifie; 

*Cou'd Ibeſo abandon'd to content; 

* WhatT have paſs for good and Innocent, 

*He may perhaps as worſt of Crimes reſcnr. 

*Yet we amongſt our race examples find 

*Of Brothers, who have bcen to Siſters kind: 

*Fam'd Canace cou'd thus ſucceſsful prove, 

*Cou'd crown her wiſhes in a Brother's love. 

*But whence cou'd I theſe inſtances produce ? 

"How "came I witty to my ruin thus ? 

*Whither will this mad frenzy hurry on ? 


"Hence, hence, you naughry flames, far h 
be gone, | 
*Nor let me c're the ſhameful Paſſion own. 
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« And yet ſhou'd he addreſs; I ſhou'd forgive, 
«] fear, I fear, I ſhou'd his ſuit receive: * 
« Shall therefore I, whocou'd nor love difown 
« Offer'd by him, not mine to make him known } 


« And canſt rhou ſpeak? can thy bold rongue de 
clare ? 


« Yes love ſhall force :———and now methinks 1 


darc. 

« But leſt fond modeſty at length refuſe, 
« [ will ſome ſure, and better method chuſe : 
« A Letter ſhall my ſceret flames diſcloſe, 
« And hide my Bluſhes, bur reveal their cauſe. 

This takes, and "tis refolv'd as foon as faid, 
Wirth this ſhe rais'd herſcl{ upon her bed, 
And propping with her hand her leaning head : 
« Happen what will (lays ſhe) Tile make him knov 
& What pains, what raging pains I undergo : 
« Ah me! Irayce! what tempeſts ſhake my breaſt? a 
« And where? O where will this diſtraftion reſt + Þ} * 
Trembiing, her Thougkes endite, and oft her Eye a 


F Looks back for tcar of conicious {pics too nigh: 


$ 
L 
1 
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One 
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One hand her Paper, rother holds her Pen, 


And Tears ſupply that Ink her Lincs muſt 
ain. 


Now ſhe bcgins,now ſtops,and ſtopping frames 


New doubrs, now writes, and now her Writing 
damns. 


Se writes, defaces, alcers, likes, and blames : 

Ott throws in haſte her Pen, and Paper by, 

Then rakes 'em up again as haſtily : 

Unſtcady her reſolves, fickle, and vain, 

No ſooner made, bur ſtrait unmade again: 

Whar her defires wou'd have, ſhe does "not 
know, 

Diſpleas'd with all, what c're ſhe goes ro do: 

At once contending, ſhame, and hope, and fear 

Wrack her toſt mind, and in her looks appear. 

Siſter was wrote; but ſoon miſ-giving doubt 

Recals it, and the guilry word blors our . 

Again ſhe pauſes, and again begins, 

At length her Pen dzops our theſe baſty Lincs. 


«4 Kind 
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« Kind health, which you, and only you cas 


grant, 
« Which, if deny'd, the muſt for ever want ; 
«'To you your Lover ſends : ah! bluſhing ſhame 
« In ſilence bids her Paper hide her name : 
« Wou'd God! the fatal meſſage might be done 
« Withour annexing it, nor Zyd/zz known, 
« Ere bleſt ſucceſs her hopes, and wiſhes crown. 
« And had I now my ſmother'd grief conceal'd, 
* It might by rokens paſt have been reveal'd : 
« A thouſand proofs were ready to impart 
« The inward anguiſh of my wounded heart * 
« Oft, as your ſight a ſudden bluſh did raiſe, 
* My blood came up to meet you at my face : 
« Oft (if you call ro mind) my longing Eyes 
« Betray'd in looks my fouls too thin diſguiſe: 


« Think how their Tears, think how my heaving 
Breaſt 


« Ofc in deep ſighs ſome cauſe unknown conſeſt : 


« Think how theſe Atmg did oft with ficree em- 
brace, 


« Fazer 


ng 
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« Eager as my deſires, abour you preſs: 


* Theſe Lips too ; when they cou'd fo happy 
prove, k 
* (Had you bur mark'd) with cloſe warm kiſſes 


ſtrove 
« To whiſper ſfomerhing more than Siſters love. 


a _ et, though rankling gricf my mind di- 
Cit, 


*Though raging flames within burn up my breaſt 
* Long time I did the mighty pain endure, 

* Long ſtrove to bring the ficrce diſeaſe ro cure: 

* Witneſs, ye cruel Pow'rs, who did inſpire 
«This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiſtlels fire, 

* Wirneſs, what pains (for you alone can kriow) 
* This helplets wrerch ro quench't did undergo : 

* A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
*Lhan 4 weak Virgin can be thought; I bore: 
#*O'rcmarch'd in pow'r at laſt, I'm forc'd to yield, 
* And to the conqu'ring God relagn the field: 
*Toyou, dear cauſe of all, I make addreſs, 

* From you with humble pray'rs I beg redreſs; 


K You 
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« You rule alone my arbitrary fate, 
« And life, and death on your diſpoſal wait: 
« Ocdain, as you think fit; deny, or grant, 
* Yet know no ſtranger is your ſuppliant. 
« But ſhe, who, though ro you by Blood allied 
« In ncareſt bonds, in ncarer wou'd be ned. 
« Let Coating age dcbare of Law, and Righr, 
« And pravcly ſtate the bounds of juſt, and fit; 
« Whoſc wiſdom's but their envy, to deſtroy 
« And bar thoſe plcaſures, which they can't enyoy : 


« Our blooming years, morc ſprightly, and more 
gy 


«« By Nature were delign'd for love, and play : 


« Youth knows no check , but leaps weak Vertu's 
{CNCC, 


& And briskly hunts the noblc chaſc of ſence : 
« Withour dull thinking We enjoyment trace, 
« And call that lawtul, wharioc rc docs picaſc, 


« Nor will our ouilt want inftanccs alone, 


«Tis what the glorious Gods above have done: 


«Lots 
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« 1 os follon where thoſc grcart cxamples went, 
«Nor think that Sin, where Heav'ns a precedent, 


* Let nexiicr awe of Fathers frowns', nor 
(] IMC 


*For ought that can be rol! by babbling fame, 
«Nor any gallligr tantom, fcar can jrame, 
* frighten, or ſtop us in our way to bliſs, 
«But boldly let us ruſh on happineſs: 
{Where glorious hazards ſhall cnhance delight, 
* And that,that makes it dangerous,makeit great, 
* Relation too, which docs our taulr increaſe; 

* Will ſerve that taulr the better to diſguiſe . 
*Thar lets us now in privatc oftcn mee 
us | * Bled opportunirtics for ſtoln delighr : 

"Ia publick often we embrace, and kils, 

* And tear no jealous, no ſuſpecting cycs. 
* How little morc remains tor mc to crave ! 


* How httle more tor you to give! O fave 


* A weetched Maid undone by love, and you, 


"Who docs in tcars, and dying accents ſue ; 


Lets 
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« Who bleeds that Paſſion, ſhe had ne're reveal'd, 


* If not by love, almighty love compel'd: 
« Nor ever let her mournful Tomb complain, 
&« Here Byblis lies, kill'd by your cold diſdain. 
Here forc'd ro end, for want of room, not will 
To add, her lines the crowded Mafzin fill, 
Nor ſpace allow for more: ſhe trembling, folds 
The Paper, which her ſhameful meſſage bolds z 
And ſealing, as ſhe weprt with boading fear, | 
She wet her Signet with a falling Tear. |. 
This done, atruſty Meſſenger the call'd, 
And in kind words the whiſper'd Errand told : 


«* Go, carry this with faithful care, ſhe ſaid, - 
« To my dear, —there ſhe paus'd a while, - 
ſaid, c 

' And By and by— Brother ——was heard to add : 
As ſhe deliver'd it with her commands, 7 
The Letter fell from our her trembling hands, L 
Diſmay'd with rhe ill Omen, ſhe anew A 


Doubred ſucceſs, and held, yet bad him go. 
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He goes, and after quick admiſſiion got 

To Caunu; hands the faral ſecret brought; 

Soon as the doubrtul Youth a glance had caſt 

On the firſt lines, and gueſt by them the reſt, 

Strait horror, and amazement fill'd his breaſt :  \ 

Imparient with his rage, he could not ſtay | 

To fee the end, but chrew't half read away. 


RR his hands the trembling wretch for- 


Nor did his tongue thoſc angry threatnings ſpare : 
* Fly hence, nor longer my chaf'd fury truſt, 
*Thou curſed Pander of dereſted luſt ; 
*Fly quickly hence, and ro thy ſwiftnels owe 
«Thy life, a forfcirromy vengeance duc : 
*Which, had not danger of my Honour croſt, 
© Thou'dſt paid by this, and been ſent back a Ghoſt. 
HE the rough orders ſtraits obeys, and bears 
The killing news to wretched Byb/u cars; 
Like ſtriking thunder the fierce ridings ſtun, 
And to her heart quicker than lightning run; 
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The frighted blood torlakes her gaſtly face, 


And a ſhort death docs every member fcize : 


But ſoon as ſenſe returns, her trenzy too 
Returns, and in theſe words breaks forth ancw. 
« And juſtly ſcrv'd ;— tor why cid fooliſh 1 
& Conſent to make this raſh diſcovery 
«* Why did 1 rhus in hafly lincs reveal 
« That dang rous fccret, Honour wou'd conceal ? 
* Tſhou'd have firſt with art diſguis'd the hook, ) 
ag And {ccn how well the 7.1 dy bait had took, 
« And found him huag at lcaſt, bceforc 1 ftrook : 
& From ſhorcl ſhou'd have firſt deſeri'd the wind, 
* Whethcr 'rwould prove tomy adventure kind, 
« Ere I to untry'd Scas my ſ(clf rclign'd : 
« Now daſh'd on Rocks, unabic to rcrire, 
« I muſt ith' wreck of all my hopes expire, 
« And was not I by tokens plain cnough 
*« Forewarn'd to quit my unauſpicious Love } 
* Did not the Fatcs my ill ſuccels forerc], 


*«Whcn from my tands th unhappy Lerter fcil 2 


50 
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« So ſhould my hopes havedone, and my deſign, 


« That, or the day ſhould then have alter'd bin; 


« But rather the unlucky day ; when Heaven 
* Such ominous proots of its diſlike had given: 
* And fo it had, had not mad Paſſion fway'd, 
« And Reaſon been by blinder Love miſled, 

* Beſides (alas!) I ſhou'd my felt have gone, 
*« Nor made my Pen a proxy tomy Tongue; 


* Much more I could have ſpoke; much more have 
told, 


* Than a ſhort Lertcr's narrow room would hold : 
* He nught have ſeen my Looks, \my wiſhing Eyes, 
« My melting Tears, and hcard my begging Sighs; 
& About his Neck I could haye flung my Arms, 

* And been all over Love, all oycr Charms ; 


” Gealp'd, and hung on his Knees, and there have 
yed, | 


«There breath'd my gaſping Soul out, if denicd : 


* This and ten thouſand things I might have done 
* To make my Paſſion with advantage known ; 


K 4 « Which 
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« Which if they cach could not havebent his mind, 


* Yet ſurcly all had forc'd him to be kind. . 

« Perhaps he, whom I ſent, was too in faulr, o 
« Nor rightly tim'd his Meſſage, as he ought ; - 
«T fear he went in ſome ill-choſen hour, . 
« When cloudy weather made his remper lour. © 
« Not thoſe calm ſcaſons of the mind, which prove 
« The fitteſt ro receive the ſeeds of love, a 

« Theſe things have ruin'd me; for doubtleſs he || * 
* Is made of haman flcſh, and blood, like me ; > 
« He ſuck'd no Tygreſs ſure, nor Mountain Bear, " 
* Nor does his breaſt relentleſs Marble wear. 4 


« He muſt, hc ſhall conſent, again Terry, 
« And try again, it hc again deny : 
* No ſcorn, no harſh repulſe, or rough defcar 


* Shall ever my deſires, or hopes rebate. 


« My carneſt ſuits ſhall never give him reſt, _ 
« While Life, and Love more durable, ſhall laſt: of 
* Alive Ile prels, till breath in pray'rs be loſt, « 


« And after come a kind beſeeching Ghoſt, 
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* For, if 1 might, what I have done, recall, 


« The firſt point were, not to have don't ar all ; 
* Bur ſince 'ris done, the ſecond to be gain'd 
*Is now to have, what I have ſought, atrain'd: 
* For he, though I ſhould now my wiſhes quir, 
« Can never my unchaſte attempts forget: 
*Should 1 defiſt, 'rwill be belicv'd that 1 

* By ſlightly asking, taught him to deny; 
*Or that I cempred him with wily fraud, 

* And ſnarcs for his unwary Honour laid : 
*Or, what 1 ſent (and the belief were juſt) 


«Were not th* efforts of Love, but ſhameful 
Luſt. 


*In frnc, I now dare any thing that's ill; 
*I've writ, I have ſolicited, my will 
"Has been debauch'd ; and ſhou'd I thus give 


out, 
*[ cannot chaſt, and innocent be thought : 
* Much there is wanting ſtill co be fulfill'd, 
* Much ro my wiſh, but little ro my guilt. 
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She ſpoke; bur ſuch is her unſertled mind, 


[c ſhifrs from thought to thought, like vecring 


wind, 


Now to this point, and now to that inclin'd : 

What ſhe could wiſh had unattempted been : 

44 She ſtrait is cager to attempt agen: 

| | Whar ſhe repents, ſhe afts; and now lets looſe 

| The reins to Love, nor any bounds allows, | 
Repulſc upon repulſe unmoy'd ſhe bears, 
And ſtill ſues on, while ſhe her ſuit deſpairs. 


B 


SALIYR 


pon a WOMAN, who by ber Falſhood and 
Scorn was the Death of his Friend. 


— TD - — om er 


O ſhe ſhall ne're cſcape, if Gods there 
be, 


Unleſs they perjur'd grow, and falſe 


as the; 


Though no ſtrange judgment yet the murd'reſs 
(c1zC 


To puniſh her, and quir the partial Skies: 
Though no revenging light'ning yer has flaſht 
From thence , that might her criminal beauties 


\, blaſt : 
Though they in their old luſtre ſtill prevail, 
By no diſcaſe, nor guilr it ſelf made pale. 


Im 
- 


Guilt 
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Guilt, which ſhould blackeſt Moors themielves but 


Own, 


Would make through all their night new bluſhes 
dawn : 


Though that kind foul, who now augments the 
bleſt, 


Thither roo ſoon by her unkindneſs chas'd : 
(Where niay it be her ſmall'ſt, and lighteſt doom, 
(For thar's not half my curſe) never ro come) 


Though he, when prompted by the high'ſt de- 
pair, 


Ne're mention'd her without an Hymn , or 
Prayer, 


And could by all her ſcorn be ford no more 
Than Martyrs to revile what they adore. 

Who, had he curſt her with his dying breath; 
Had done but juſt, and Heaven had forgave: 
Though ill-made Law no Sentence has ordain'd 
For her, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd. 

(For Tm__— » Women's ſcorn, and Dottor's 


HUI by a licenc'd way of murder kill. ) | 


Though 


's 
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Though ſhe from juſtice of all theſe go free, 


And boaſt perhaps in her ſucceſs, and cry, 

Twas bur a litrle harmleſs perjury : 

Yet think ſhe nor, ſhe ſtill ſecure ſhall prove, 

Or that none dare avenge an injur'd love: 

I riſe in judgment, am to be ro her 

Both Witneſs, Judg, and Execurtioner : 

Arm'd with dire Satyr, and reſentful ſpite, 

I come to haunt her with the ghoſts of Wir. 

Ny ink unbid ſtarts out, and flies on her, * 

Like blood upon ſome touching murderer : 

And ſhou'd that fail, rather than want, I wou'd 

Like Hags, to curſe her, write in my own blood, 
Ye ſpighrful pow'rs (if any there can be, 

That boaſt a worſe, and keener fpight than TI) 

Aſſiſt with malice, and your mighty aid 

My _= Revenge, and help me Rhime her 


Grant I may fix ſuch brands of Infamy, 
So plain, ſo deeply gray'd on her, that ſhe, 
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Her Skill, Patches, nor Paint, all joyn'd can hide, 


And which ſhall laſting as her Soul abide : 


Grant my rank-hate may ſuch ſtrong poiſon caſt, 
Thar every breath may taint, and rot, and blaſt, 


Till one large gangreen quit o xeſpread her fame 


B: 
A 
H 
T 
1 Al 
f F With foul contagion; till her odious name, A 
Is Spit at, and curſt by every mouth like mine, M 
Be terror to her ſelf, and all her linc. A 
if Vile'ſt of that viler Sex, who damn'd usall! Jy 
; | ; | Ordain'd to cauſe, and plagueus, for our fall ! Li 
| WOMAN! nay worle} for ſhecan noughtbefaid; I &y 

| But Mummy by -ſome Dev'l-inhabited : W 
F Nor made in Heaven's Mint, bur baſe coin'd, Þ 


She wears an human image ſtampr on fiend ; 


And whoſo Marriage would with her contract; & 
Is Witch by Law, and that a meer compatt : 
Her Soul: (if any Soul in her rhere be) 

By Hell was breath'd into her in a lye, 

And its whole ſtock of falſhood there was lent, 
Asif hereafter to be true it meant : 


Bawd 


yd 
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Bawd Nature taught her Jilting, when ſhe made, 


And by her make, deſign'd her for therrade: 
Hence 'rwas ſhe daub'd her with a painted Face, 
Thar ſhe at once might better cheat, and pleaſe: 
All choſe gay charming looks, that court the cyc, 
Are bur an ambuſh ro hid treachery; 

Miſchict adorn'd with pomp, and ſmoorh diſguiſe, 
A painted skin ſtuft'd full of guile and lyes, 
Within a gawdy Caſe, a naſty Soul, 

like T 


&uch on a Cloud thoſe flatr'ring colours arc, 


of quality in a gilt Cloſe-ſtool: 


Which only ſcrve ro dreſs a Tempeſt fair. 
5 men upon this Eatth's fair ſurface dwell, 
Within are Finds, and at the center Hell : 


Court-promiſes, the Leagues , Which States:men 
make 


With more convenience, and more ceaſe to break, 
The Fairh, a Jeſuir in Allegiance ſwears, 

Or a Town-jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears, 

Are firm, and certain all, compar'd with hers : 


n Early 
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Early in falſhood, at her Font ſhe lied, 

And ſhould ev'n then for perjury been tried : 
Her Conſcience ſtrerch'd, and open as the Stews, 


But laughs at Oaths, and plays with folemn 
Vows, 


And at her mouth ſwallows down perjurd 
breath, 


More glib than birs of lechery beneath : 

Leſs ſcrious known, when ſhe doth moſt proteſt; 

Than thoughts of arranteſt Buffoons in jeſt : 

More cheap, than the vile mercenarieſt Squire, 

That plics for Half-crown Fees at Weſtminſter, 

And trades in ſtaple Oarths, and Swears to hire: 

_ hers, leſs breach of Oath, and 
ord 


Hes ng aloft, and look'd through Penance 
arc ; 


And he thar truſts her in a Death-bed-Prayer, 

Has Faith to merit, and fave any thing, bur her, 
Bur ſince her Guilr deſcription does out-go; 

Ile try if it qur-ſtrip my Curſes too; 
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Curſcs, which may they cqual my juſt hate, 


My wiſh, and her defcrr, be cach ſo great, 


Each heard like Pray'rs, and Heaven make 'em 
tate. 


Firſt, for her Bcautics, which the miſchicf 
brought, 


May ſhe affefted, they be borrow'd thought, 

By her own hand, not that of Nature wrought: 
Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Hcalth, and thoſe 
Prove licht,and frail,as hcr broke Faith,and Vows: 
Some baſc unnam'sd Diſcaſc, her Carkaſs foul, 
And make her Body ugly, as her Soul; 

Cankecrs, and Ulcers cat her, rillſhe be 

Saun'd like Inie&tion, loarh d like Tntamy:. 
Krength quice expir}, may the alone retain 

The ſnuff of life, may that unquench'd remain, 

As in the damn'd, xo keep her freſh tor pain : 

Hot Luſt light on her, and che plague of Pride 

On thar, this ever ſcorn'd, as that denied : 

Ach, anguiſh, horror, grict, diſhonour, ſhame 


Purſue at once her body, foul, and fame : 
L [i 


eo _ . —_— - 
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I: c're the Devil-love muſt cnrcr her 


(For norhing ſure bur Fiends can center there) 
Miy he ayjuſt and truc rormenter find, 

Aa thar like an ill-conſcience rack her mind : 
N. ome dif 


Shc doom'sd to love of une, whom all cite hate. 


5'd, and u”'y wretch her fate, 


May hc hatc her, and may her deſtiny 

Be to deſpair, and yet love on, and die; 

Or to invent ſome witticr puniſhment, 

May he, to plague her, out of ſpite conſenr; 

May the old tumbler, though dilabled quite, 
Have firength to give her Claps, but no dv. 


light : 
May he of her unjuſtly jealous be 
For one that's worſe, and uplicr far than he: 
May's impotcuce þa!k, and torment her luſt, 
Yer ſcarcely her to dreams, or wiſhes truſt : 
Forc'd to be chalt, may ſhe ſuſpeRted be, 
Share none o'th' pleaſure, all the infamy. 


— af  . wu a0 am cs Ko 
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In fine, thatI all curſcs may compleat 


(For I've bur curs'd in jeſt, and raillied yer) 

Whate're the Sex deſcrves, or feels, or fcars, 
May all thoſe plagues be hers, and only hers; 
Wharte're great Favourites rurn'd our of doors, 


Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and diſappointed Whores, 


Or loſing Gameſters vent, what Curſes e're 
Are ſpoke by finners raving in deſpair : 

All thoſe fall on ber, as they're all herdue, 
Till fpite can't think, nor Heav'n inflict ancw: 
May then (for once I will be kind, and pray) 
No madncſs take her uſc of Senſeaway ; 

But may ſhe in full ſtrengrh of geaſon be, 

To feel, and underſtand her miſery ; 

Plagu'd fo, till ſhe think damaing a releaſe, 
And humbly pray to go to Hell for caſe; 

Yet may not all theſe ſuffrings here atrone 
Her fin, and may ſhe ſtill go finning on, 


Ly 
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Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th' ſcore, 
Till on her Soul ſhe can get truſt no more: 


Then may ſhe ſtupid, and repentlchs dic, 


And Heav'n it ſelf forgive no more than 1, 


But ſo be damn'd of meer neceſliry, 
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inted by AM. C. for Fo. Hindmarſh, 
at the Black Bull in Grnbil, 1681, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Eing to appear anew in the world, it may bz ex- 
pecied , that / on ſay ſomething concerning 
theſe enſjaing 7 rifles, which 1 ſhall endeavour to do 
with as much briefacls, as 1 did before what T laft 
poablift'd in this tind. 
I doubt not but the Reader will think me guilty of 
a bigh preſmmp! con in adventuring upon a { ranlla- 
tn of The Art of Poctry , after two luch grear? 
Hands as have gone before me in the ſame attempt : 
I netd not acguarnt him, that I mean Ben Jonaton, 
and the Farl of Roſcommon, the one bring of fo 
thabliſhe an Authority, that whatever be did 15 held 
t ſacred, the other having lately perform d it with 
jack admirable ſucceſs, as almoſt cuts off a7 hope in 
after Preftnders of ever coming up to what he has 
. #Hlonbeit,/ when I let bim know, that it was a 
Tait impes'd ion me, and not what I voluntarily 
or'd in; I hope, he will be the more favouralle in 
#r Cenſures. / FR indeed wery wiltirely have 
ed the undertaking upon the foremention'd ac- 
mnt, and urg'd it as a reaſon for my declining the 
ane , but it would not be allouw'd as ſufficient ro 
reaſe me, Wherefore , being prevail d upcn 
s mate an Fiſay, 1 fell to thinking of ſome courſe; 
reby I might ſerve my ſelf of the Advantages, 
þ thoſe, that went beſore me , have either not 


A | minded 


ADVERTISEMENT, 
minded, or ſcrupulouſly abridg'd themſclues af. Tha 


] foon imagin'd was tobe effetted by putting Horace 
inro a more modern dreſs , thas hitherto be has 4/ 
pear d in, that is, by mating him ſpeat, as if be 
were HIvine , and writing now, 1 therefore reſotv d 
to alter the Scent from Ro me rs London , and fo 
m4e ne of Enolith names of Mes, Places, and Cu 
ſtems, where the Faralile! u onld decently permit, 
trhich I corncciv'd would grove a kind of mew Air ts 
Poem, and render it more agreeable to the reliſh 
of 4 fy, pre ſent Ave. 
11h theſe conſiderations 1 [et. 1 p18 the wort, aud 
parſued mt accordingly. [ have mot , / ac tnowledy, 
{een over-aice in keeping to the words of the Origz. 
21, for that were tO franſgreſs 4 Rale thereis Con 
ized. Never ertbeleſs I have been religiouſly ftrift 


fo it; icuce, and: xpreſt it In at plain . and 11th. 
oible a mianner. as the Subiced would brar. Where 
1 may lc thonurbt to have wr from it [ wireh un 


1 ot abov? once or twice, and in Faſſagts not mach 
aterial) the skilful Reader will perctive twat 
OC ſary [OV CAYTYIKY ON my propes d defrgn, and the 
thor himſclf, were be again alive, would ( I be- 
iteve) forgive me. I have been cartful to qveid 
jr rgner, and made it my eadeaveur ts bit {41 ra 
l cculd) the eahe and familiar way of writ ouy, 
which 1s peculiar to Horace in bi Epiſtles , and 
Was ys pi Wr [alenut above any of mankind. Af- 
ier all , "tis ſulmitted to the judgment of the 
rily knowing , bew 1 have acyaitted wy ſelf 
l erern. Let the ſucceſs be m4 87 it wil, I ſhall net 
[ avever wholly repent of my undertaling , bring (1 
recnan) 
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reckon) in ſome meaſure recompenc'd for my pains ty 
the advantage I have reap'd of fixing theſe admi- 
rable Rules of Senſe ſo well in my memory, 

T be Satyr and Oics of the Antber., which fol. 
low next in order, I have tranſated after the ſame 
libertine way, In them alſo 1 labour d under the 
diſadvantages of coming after other perſons. The 
Saryr bad bren made into a Scene by B. Johnſon, 7» 
8 Flay of his, called the Pocraſter. After / had 
faiſh d my Imitation thereof, I came to learn , that 
it bad been done likewiſe ty Dr. Sprat, and fince 7 
have had the fight of it among ft the Printed Tran: 
fations of Horace's Works. The Odes are there 
done too, bat not fo excellently well , as to diſcon- 
rage any farther endeavours. If theſe of mine meet 
with good entertainment in the world, ] may: per- 
haps find leiſure to attempt ſome other of. (hem, 
which at preſent ſuffer as much from*their Tranſla- 
ters, as the Pſalms of David frem Stcrnhold and 
Hopkins. 

The two ſacred Odcs I defign'd not to have made 
pub {ich mor, feraſmuch as they minht ſeem unfit ro 
appear among Subjects of this nature, and were in- 
tended to come forth apart hereafter in tompany of 
«hers of their own Kind, But, having ſuffer d Co- 
pies of them to ftraxgle abroad in Manuſcript , and 
remembring the Fate of ſome other Pieces off mine, 
which have formerly floln into the Prefs without my 
leave, or tuowledg . and been expoi'd to the world 
abeminably falſe and uncorre#; to prevent the ſame 


mnfort ane likely exenrh to befal theſe, I have beea 
Mrſnaded to yicld my conſent to thiir Publiſhing, 
2a 3 amons it 
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amons ſl the reſl, Nor is the Printing of juch M; 
ſcelſanres al, cgetber ſo wnprefidented, but that it may 
bs ſeen in the Editions of Dr. Donne , and M: 
Cowlcy's Works, whether done by their own appoint 
ment, or the ſole direftion of the Stationers, I an 
X01 abl: [0 determine, 

As for the two Eſſays out of Gireek, they were 
eccaſron'd by a report , that ſome perſons found fault 
with the roughneſs of my Satvrs formerty pelliftr, 
tho, upoa what ground they ſhould do it, 1 could be 
glad to be 1iformd. Tinich I am miſtaken , there 
are not #t.iny lines but Will endare the reading with- 
out [t CA l/H7 An) Heartr , that 15 not to nice, and 
ne feſt, I did mot ſomuch mind the Ca 
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kees, and tuant, as btiny the ſaitableſt to my Argo» 
ment, Aud certainly mo one that pretends ts diſtin 
[41 | ihe Ls al Colcars of Foeriry weald expec 
tha; Juvenal, when be is daſhing of Vice, aud Vilo- 
WY, 57 ould of wv fo [me ot bly » @J 7 id, Of Tibullus, 
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will believe Rapin, ene of the beſt Criticks which 
theſe latter Ages have produc'd; they have no other 
fault, than that they are tos exquifitely delicate for 
the Charaticr of F alteral,, which not ſeem too 
libeur'd, and whoſe chief beasty is an unaffetted air 
if plainnefs and jrmplicity. 

That , which {aments the Death of Adonis bas 
bees attempied in Latin by ſeveral great Maſters, 
xamcly, Vulcanius, Douza, aud Monlicur le Fevre. 
The laſt of them bas done it Parapbroftically , but 
left good” part of the Poem toward the latter end 
antonch'd , perhaps becauſe he thought it not ſo ca- 
able of Ornament , as the reft. Fiim I chiefly 
chaſe to follow, as being moſt agreeable to my way of 
tranſlating, aud where I was at a loſs for want of 
by guidance, I was content to ſteer by my own Fancy. 

The T rauſation of that npon Bion was begun by 
avother Hand, as far as the firſt fifreengerſes , but 


who was the Aautber ] could never yet learn. T have 
been told that they were done by the Earl of Roche- 
flex 5, bat I could not well believe it, both becauſe he 


feldom meddled with - h Subjedts , and more eſpect- 
ally by reaſon of an wecorrett line, or two to be found 
| at their firſt coming to my hands, 
which wewrr i'd to flow from bis excellent Pen. 
Concert ome if fo £: in the Original z 4 prece of as 
mach Art , Grace , and Tenderneſs, as perhaps was 
ever offered to the dibes of a Poet, I thought fit to 
dedicate it to the memory of that incomparable Per- 
ſon, of whom nothing can be ſaid , or thought ſo 
theice and curious, which his Deſerts do not ſurmount, 
If it be thonrbt mean to have borron'd the ſenſe of 
another 
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another to praiſe him in , yet at leaſt it argues at the 
ſame time a value and reverence, that I darſt wat 
think any thing of my own good enough for bis Com 
mendat ion. 

This is all, which I judg material to be ſaid & 
theſe following Reſveries. As for what others are 1 
be found in the parcel, I reckon them not worth mes 
tioning in + rien but leave them wholly open and 
wnguarded to the mercy of the Reader ; let him mate 


bis Attaques how, and where be pleaſe. 
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Addreſt by Pa) of Letter to a Friend. 
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— lomec 11] Painter un a wild deſign 


1 CO 4 FLATS Head Aan H TICS thoulders joYn, 


Or Fiſhes Tail © a fair Womans Waſte, 

I& draw the Limbs of many a diffcrent Beaſt, 
 march'd, and with as motly Fcachers dreſt ; 
{ you by chance were ro paſs by his Shop ; 
ould you forbcar trom laughing at the Fop, 
id not belicve him witimſical, or mad ? 

me, Sir, that Book 3s quite as bad, 
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Imitated in Engliſh. 
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Addreſt by Wa) of Letter to a Friend. 
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Houtid fome ill Painter m a wild FE. 
__ a mans Head an Horles ſhoulders zoyn, 
Or Fiſhes Tail © a fair Womans Waſte, 

Or draw the Limbs of many a different Beaſt, 


W march'd, and with as motly Feathers dreſt ; 


If you by chance were to paſs by his Shop ; 
Could you forbear from laughing at the Fop, 
And not belicve him whimſical, or mad? 
Credit me, Sir, that Book is quite as bad, 

A 1 


2 Horace his Art of Poetry, 
As worthy laughter, which throughout is fall'd 


With monſtrous inconſiſtencies, more vain, and wild 


Than ſick mens Dreams, whoſe neither head , nor 


Nor any, parts in duc proportion fall. (rail, 
But'twill be ſaid, Nove ever didWhry 


Painters and Poets their free liberty 


Of fergning any thing : We grant it true, 


And the ſame privilege crave and allow : 

Bur to mix natures clearly oppolite, 

To make the Serpent and the Dove unite, 

Or Lambs from Savage Tygers ſeck detence, 
Shocks Reaſon, and the rules of common Sence. 


Some, who would have us think they mcant to 
treat 


At firſt on Angie of greateſt weight, 
Are proud, when hereand there a glittering line 
Docs through the maſs of their coarſe rubbiſh ſhine: 
In gay digreſhons they delight to rove, 
Deſcribing here a Temple, there a Grove, 
A Valecnamel'd o're with pleaſant ſtreams, 
A painted Rainbow, or the gliding Thames. 


Horace hu Art of Poetry. 
But how docs this relate ro their deſign ? 


14 | Though good elſewhere, 'tis here bur foiſted in. 
or | A common Dawber may perhaps have skill 

i1, | To Paint a Tavern Sign, or Landskip well : 
Bur what ischis ro Drawing of a Fight, 

A Wrack, a Storm, or the /aft Judgment right 2 
When the fair Model, and Foundation ſhews, 
Thar you ſome great Eſcxrial/ would produce, 
How comes jt dwindled to a Cotrage thus? 

In fine, whatever work you mean to frame, 


Be uniform, and eycry where the ſame. 


Moſt Poets, Sir, ('tis cafic to obſerve) 
Into the worſt of faults arc apt to ſwerve 
Through a falſc hope of reaching excellence : 
Avoiding length, we often cramp our Senſe, 
C And make'r obſcure; oft, when we'd have our Rile 
inc: | Eafie, and flowing, loſe its force the while : 
Some, ſtriving to ſurmount the comman flight, 
Soar up in airy Bombaſt out of ſighe. 
Others, who fear to a bold pirch ro truſt 


Themſelves, flag low, and humbly ſweep the _ 
A 3 1 


4 Hopace bis Art of Poetry, 
And many fond of ſeeming marvellous, 


Whiulc they too careleſly tranſgreſs the Laws 
Of likelihood , moſt odd Chimera's feign, 
Dolphins in Woods, and Boars upon the Main. 
Thus they, who would take aim, but wantthe skill, 
Miſs always, and ſhoot wide, or narrow ſtill. 

One of the meancſt Workmen in the Town 
Can imitate the Nails, or Hair in Stone, 
And to the lite cnough perhaps, who yer 
Wants maſtery ro make the work complete : 
Troth, Sir, if *twere my fancy to compole, 
Rather than be this bungling wretch, I'd chooſe 
To wear a crooked and unfiphtly Noſe 
'Mongſt other handſome fcarures of a Face 
Which only would ſet off my uglincſs, 

Be ſure all you that undertake to write, 
Tochooſc a Subyett for your Genius fit : 


Try long and often what your Talents are; 


What is the burthen, which your parts will bear, 


And! where they'l fail : he that diſcerns with $kill 


Ty call his Argument, and marter well, 


Wil 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 
Will never be to ſeek for Eloquence 


Todreſs, or merhod to diſpoſe his Senſe. 
They the chief Art, and Grace in order ſhow 
(1f I may claim any prerence to know) 
ill, F Who timediſcreetly whar's to be diſcourſt, 

What ſhould be faid at laſt, and what ar firſt : 
Some paſſages ar preſent may be heard, 
Others till afterward arc beſt deferr'd : | 
Verſe, which dictains the Laws of Hiſtory, y | | 
Speaks things not as they are, bur ought tobe: | 


Whoever will in Poetry exccl, 


Maſt learn, and uſe this hidden ſecret well. 
 *'Tisnext to be obſery'd; that care is due, 

And ſparingneſs in framing words anew : 

You ſhew your maſt'ry, it you have the knack 
$o to make uſe of what known word you take, 
To give't a newer ſenſe : if there be need 


For ſome uncommon matrerFto be ſaid ; 


| Pow'r of inventing terms may be allow'd, 
all I Which Chaxcer and his Age ne'rc underſtood : 


A 4 


6 Hora:e his Art of Poetry. 

Provided always, as twas {aid betorc, 

We ſeldom, and diſcreetly uſc that pow 'r. 
Words new and forcin may be beſt brought in, 
If borrow'd from a Language ncara kin : 

Why ſhould the picyiſh Criticks now forbid 
To Lee, and Drydes, what was not deny 
To Shakeſpear, Ben, and Fletcher herctotorc, 
For which they praiſe, and commendation bore: 
If Spewcer's Muſe be juſtly fo ador'® 

For that rich copiouſneſs, wherewith he ſtor'd 
Our Natiyc Tongue ; for Gods fake why ſhould 1 
Straight be thought arrogant, if modeſtly 

I claim and uſc the (clf-ſame liberty : 


This the juſt Right of Pacts ever was, 


And will be ſtill to coin what words they plcaſc, 


Well fitted to the preſent Age, and Place, 


Words with the Leaves of Trecs a ſemblance hold " 


In this reſpect, where cycry year the old 
Fall off, and new ones intheir plaecs grow : 


Death is the Face of all things here below; 


Narure 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 
Nature her ſelt by Art has changes feic, 


The 7 angier Mole (by our great Monarch: built) 


Like a vaſt Bulwark in the Occan ſet, 
from Pyratcs and from Storms defcnds our Flect : 
fens every day are Crain'd, and men now Plow, 
And Sow,and Reap, where they before might Rows 
And Riverslave been taught by Mrddleton 
from their old courſe within new Banks to run, 
And pay thcir uſctul Triburtc to the Town. 
[ft Mans and Natures works ſubmit to Fate, 

115, Much leſs muſt words expct a laſting date: 
Many which we approve for currant now, 


I the nexr Age our of requeſt ſhall grow : . 


nd others which arc now thrown our of doors, 

G. \, Pall be reviv'd, and come again in force, (draw, 

{ cuſtom pleaſe : from whence their vogue they 

Which of our Specch is the fole Judg, and Law. 
Homer firſt ſhew'd us in Heroiok ſtrains 

Jo write of Wars, of Battles and Campaigns, 

kings and great Leaders, mighty in Renown, 

ind him we ſtill for our chicf Pattern own. 

Sofr 


hold 


4rure 
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8 Horace his Art of Poetry. 


Soft Elegy, deſign'd for grief, and rears, T 
Was firſt devis'd to grace ſome mourntul Herle : A 
Since to a brisker note 'tis taught to move, ! 
And cloaths our gayeſt Paſſions, Joy, and Love. | x 
But, who was firſt Inventer of the kind, j* 


Criticks have ſought, but never yer could find. ÞF © 
Gods, Heroes, Warriors, and the lofty praiſc 7 
Of peaceful Conquerors in Pi/a's Race, 7 


The Mirth and Joys , which !crc-and Wine) y 
- produce, 


With other wanton fallics of a Muſe, 
The ſtately Ode docs for irs Subyjetts chooſe. 
Archilochus to vent his Gall and ſpite, | 


In keen Iambicks firſt was known to write: , 
Dramarick Authors us'd this fort of Verſc : 
On all the Greek and Roman Theaters, c 
As for Diſcourſe and Converſation fr, ; 
And aptſt to drown the noiſes of the Pir. , 

If I diſcern not the true ſtile and air, 


Nor how to give the proper Character 


w'% 


1c 


Horace bis Art of Poetry. 
To every kind of work ; how darc I claim, 


And challenge to my felt a Pocts Name ? 

And why had I with awkard modeſty, 

Rather than learn, always unskilful be 2 

Volpene and Moroſe will not admir 

Ot Catiline's high ſtrains, nor is it fic 

To make Secjanus on the Stage appear 

I the low dreſs, which Comick perſons wear. 

Whar &rc the Subject be, on which you write, 

Give cach thing its cue place, and time aright : 
Yer Comedy ſomerimcs may raiſe her ſtile, 

And angry Chremes isallow'd to ſwell , 

And Tragedy alike fomertimes has icave 

To throw off Majeſty, when 'ris to grieve: 


Felews and Telephus in miſcry, 


Lay their big words, and bluſt ring language by, 


lf they expect ro make their Audiencecry. 
Tis not enough to have your Plays ſucceed; 
That they beclegant : they muſt nor need 


———— 
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10 Horace hu Ar: of Poetry. 
Thoſe warm and moving tours which impart 


A kind concernment to cach carers hcart, 


And raviſh it which way they pleaſe with arr, 
Where Joy and Sorrow put on good dilguilc, 
Ours with the perſons looks ſtraight ſympathize 
Would'ſt have me weep ? thy ſelf muſt firſt begin; 
Then, 7elephus, to pityT incline, 

And think thy caſc, and all thy ſuft rings mine ; 


Bur if thou'rt made to att thy part amils, 


I can't forbear rtoſlecep, or laugh, or hils. 
Let words expreſs the looks, which ſpeakers wear: 
Sad, fit a mourntul, and dejetted air ; X 
The paſſionate muſt huff, and ſtorm, and rave; 
The pay be pleaſant P.nd thc ſcrious grave. 

For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within, 
To take all manner of Impreſſions in: 

Now makes us hot, and ready to take fire, 
Now hope, now joy, now ſorrow docs inſpire, 
Andall theſe paſbons in our face appear, 
Of which the Tongue is ſole interpreter : 


—_ © © WW == _ == RM © 


Horace bis Art of Poetry. Ir 
But he whoſe words, and Fortunes do nor ſuir, 


By Pit and Gall'ry both, is hooted our. 
Obſerve what Characters your perſons fir, 

Whether the Maſter ſpeak, or 7odeler : 
Whether a man, that s elderly in growth, 
2/JI Or a brisk Hotſpur in his boiling youth : 

A roaring Bully, or a fhirking Chear, 

A Court-bred Lady, ora rawdry Cir : 

A prating Goſlip, or a jilring Whore, 


ITC : 


A travell'd Merchant, or an homeſpun Bore : 
cath Spaniard, or French, Italian, Dutch, or Daxe ; 

Native of 7arty, India, or Japan. 

Either from Hiſtory your perſons take, 

Or let them nothing inconſiſtent ſpeak : 
mn, 3 if you bring great AchiJHes on the Stage, 
Let him be fierce and brave, all heat and rage, 
Inflexible, and head-ſtrong to all Laws, 
But thoſe, which Arms and his own will impoſe. 
Crucl Medea muſt no pity have, 
lxies raſt be treacherous , i» grieve, 
h muſt wander, and Oreftes rave. 


Bur 
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12 Horace his Art of Poetry. 
Burt if youdare totread in paths unknown, 


And boldly ſtart new perſons of your own ; 
Be ſure ro make them in one ſtrain agree; 
And lct the end like the beginning be. 
"Tis difficult for Writers to ſucceed 
On Arguments, which none before have tri'd 
The ad, or the Odyſſee with calc 
Will berter furniſh Subyetts for your Plays 
Than that you ſhould your own Invention truſt, 
And broach unhcard-of things your cit the firſt. 


In copying others works, romake them pals, 


And ſeem your own, let thcle few rules take place: 


When you ſome of their Story repreſent, 
Take carc that you new Epilodes invent : 

Be not too nice the Authors words to trace, 
Bur vary all with a freſh aur, and grace; 

Nor ſuch ſtrict rules of unitation chooſe, 
Which you muſt ſtill be ried ro follow cloſe, 
Or forc'd to a retreat for want of room, 
Give over, and ridiculous become. 


Horace bis Art of Poetry, 13 
Do not like that affefted Fool begin, 


King Priam's Fate, and Troy's famd War, ] fing. 
What will this mighty Promiſer produce ? 
You look for Mountains, and out creeps a Mouſe. 
How ſhort is this of Flomer's fine Addreſs, 
And Art, who ae're faysany thing amiſs? 
Maſe, ſpeak the man, who fince Troy's laying waſte 
late ſuch numerous Dangers has been caſt 
1, | & many Towns, and various People paſt : 
1 | He docs not laviſh at a blaze his Fu, 
To glare a while, and in a ſnuff expire; 
ace - | dur modeſtly ar firſt conceals his light, 
la dazhng wonders, then breaks forth co ſight ; 
Surprizcs you with Miracles all ore, 
Makes dreadful Scyila and Charybds roar, 
Celops, and bloody Leftrygons devour : 
Nor docs he time in long Preambles ſpend, 
Deſcribing Meleager's rutul cnd, 
wen he's of Diemed's return to treat ; 


ar when he would the 7rojax War relate, 
ihe Tale of brooding Leda's Eggs repeat. 


—_ — — 
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$4 Horace bis Art of Petiry, 
But till ro the defion'd event haſts on, 


And ar firſt daſh, as if before rwere known, 
Embarques you in the middlc of the Plot, 
And what is unimprovahle leaves out, 
And mixes Truth and Fifthon skiltully, 
That nothing in the whole may difagree. 
Who c're you are, that fcr your ſelves ro write, 
If you expe to have your Audience fir 
Till the fitth At be done, and Curtain fall ; | 
Mind what Inſtruftions I ſhall farther tell 


Our Guiſc, and Manners alter with our Arc, 
And ſuch thcy nauſt he brought upon the Stage | 

A Child, whonewly has to Specch artain'd, \ 
And now can go withour the Nurics hand, 
To play with thoſcof his own growrh is plcafd, g 


Suddenly angry, and as ſoon appeas'd, 
Fond of new Trifles, and as quickly doy'd, 
And loaths next hour what he th' laſt enyoy'd. 
The beardlcſs Youth from Pedagogue got looſe, 
Docs Dogs and Horſas for his plcafures chooſe ; 
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Horace his Art of Poetry. 
Yielding, and fot ro evcry print of vice, 
Reſly ro thoſe who would his faulrs chaſtiſe, 


Carclcls of profir, of expences vain, J 
Haughty , and cager his defircs r obrain, \ 
And ſwitt to quit the ſame deſires again, \ 


Thoſe, whoto manly years, and ſente arc growth» 
Seck Wealth and Friendſhip, Honor and Renown : 
And are diicreet, and fcartul how to act 
Whar after they muſt alter and correct. 

Diſcaſes, [11s, and Troubles numbericts 
Attend old Men, and with thcir Agc increaſe: 

Ia paintul toil they ſpend their wretched years, 
Sall heaping Wealth, and with that wealth new 
tond to poſicts, and icartul to enjoy, (CAarcs 7 
Slow; and fuſpicious in their managry, 

Full ot Delays, and Hopes, lovers of caſc, 

Greedy of life, moroſc, and hard to picaſe, 

Eavious at Picafurcs of the young and gay, 

Where they themſelves now want a ſtock to play: 
ll narur'd Cenfors of the preſent Age, 

And what has paſt ſince IE quit the _ 
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As what wc to our coves nproicarcd frrad 
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Y ot there arc many nuns. winch thruld not cron 


Aid 1 ICT £ HITS E775 ITS UDON thc STCAare | 
Nor Ocdiius tcar out ins eyehalls there, 


Ne l mY % y Alrtun lus CINES Fcaſ! Prepare : 


Horacc "OT ir i rf F, Efr1 17 
Cadmus, nor Proeue their odd chan WS KC, 

This to a Bard, the othcr roa Sn 

Wharcver fo mcrodible vou ſhow, 


Shocks my Bclict , and firaight & 
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tive Acts,no more,nor cls, your Play mult have; 
n : T , : / 
|t you'l an nandiome Third davs ſhare recavco, 
Lot not a Crod be furmon d roartond 
On a ſhohe crrand, nor on Wire dciccad. 
: o 6 . . - roy v? 
Unlcis th unportancc of the Plor cngavze ; 
And ict but thircc at oncc {pcak on tize Stage, 
Rc furc to make thc «< 


CF .04 11] Promote 


The chict Intriouc and bufincis of the Plor : 


- 
Acts there muſt bB& nothung Sung, 
Which docs not to the main dciigw belong: 
thc Good muſt herebe told, 


The Paſlions curty'd, and Tos of Vice cxrolli:; 


Here Thritt and "Temperan& , and wholeſome 
Laws, 


Kiiltlullce, and rhe gentle calms of Peace 


Muſt have thou Commendations, and Applauſe: 
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18 Horace bis Art of Foerry. 

And Prayers muſt be ſcnt to Heaven to guide 

Blind Fortuncs blcſhings ro the puller fade, 

To raiſe thc Poor, and lower proip rous Pride, 
At firſt the Muſick of our Stage was rude, 

Whilſt in the Cock-Pit and Black-Friers it Rood * 

And this might plcaic cnoucgh in former Reigns, 

A thrifty, thin, and baſhful Audience 

When Buſſy d" Ambois and his Fuſtian took, 

And men were raviſh'd with Queen Gor dot wc. 

Bur ſince our Monarch by kigd Heaven fent, 


Brought back the Arts with him from Baniſhmenr, 


And by his gengle influence gave increaſe 
Toall the harmlcſs Luxuries of peace : 
Favour'd by him, our Stage has Nouritht roo, 
And every day in outward ſplendor grew : 
In Muſick, Song, and Danee of every kind, 
And all rhe grace of Aﬀtion tn retin'd ; 
And fince rhat Opera's at length came in, 
Our Playcrs have ſo well improv'd the Scene 
With gallantry of Habit, and "Machine: 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 
As makes our Theater in Glory vic 


_ 


With the beſt Ages of Antiquity : 4! 


And mighty Roſcius were he living now, 

Would cnvy both our Stage, andl Afting too. | 
Thoſc, who did firſt in Tragedy ellay ) 

When a vile Goat was all the Poets day) + 

Usd to allay their Subyctts graviry ' 

With cateriudges of Mirth, and Raillery - 

Here they brought rough, and naked Satyrs in, 


Whoſc Farce-hike Geſture, Morion, Specch, and | 
Meccn 4 


Reliombled tholc of modern F1ar lequin. 
Becaulc fuch antixck Tricks, and odd grunace, 
After their drunken Featts on Holidays, 
The giddy and hot-hcaded Rout would pleaſe : 13 
As the wild Fears of Merry fndrews now 
Divert the kenilcts Crowd at Bartholmern, 

Burt hc, that would im this Mock-way excel, 
And cxerciſe the Art of Railying well, | 
Had nccd with cilizence obicrve thus Rule 
In turning ſcrious things to ridicule : 
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In m\ OOUTTIONY #<" iblurd and odd, 
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22 Horace tis Art ff Fotrrv. 

Therefore bc ſure your ſtudy to appiy 

To ric orcat PALLCTNS Of \ntiquiry [ 

Nc'relay the Grecks and Romans out of light, 

ly them by day, and thank on them by night. 

Rough hobbling numbers were allow d for Rhime, 

And clench tor deep conceit in tormer rume : 

With roo much patience (not tocall it worſe) 

Both were applauded in our Anccſtors : 

If you, or I have ſenſe ro judg aright 

Berwixt a Quibble, and true ſterling Wir: 

Or car enough to give the difference 

Of ſweet well-ſounding Verſe from dogprel ſtrains, 
7 heſp:s ('s ſaid) did Tragedy deviſe, 

Unknown bctore, and rudc at its firft rife : 

[In Carts the Gyplie Adtors ftrowT'd abour, 

With taccs ſmear'd with Lees of Wine and Soor, 


And throuon the Towns amusd the wondrin 
rout ; 


Till /E/chy/as appearing to the Ape, 


Contv'd a Play.-houic, and convenient Stage, 


Found 


C, 


ans, 


nd 
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found out the uſe of Vizards, and a Dreſs 


[An handfomer, and more gentile Diſpuile) 
And taughr the Attors with a ſtately Air, 
And Mecn to fpeak, and Tread, and whatfoe're 
Gave Port, and Grandeur to che Theater. 

Next this fuccceded ancient Comedy, 

With good applauſe, till roo much liberty 
Ulurp'd by Writcrs had debauch'd *the Stage, 
And made it grow the Grievance of the Age ; 
No merit was fccure, no perſon tree 

from its licentious Buffoonery : 

Till for redrefs the Magiſtrate was fain 

by Law rhoſc Infoleacics to reſtrain. 

Our Authors in cach kind their praiſe may claim, 
Who lcave no paths untrod,thar lcad to fame; 
And well they merit it, who fcorn'd to be 
So much the Vaſlals of Antiquity, 

As thoſe, who know no betrer than to cloy 
With the old muſly Talcs of Thebes and Troy: 


But boldly the dull beaten track forſook, 


d Subyets trom our Country-ſory took. 
Nor 
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2.4 Horace hu Art of Foerry. 
Nor would our Nation lels an Wit appear, 


Than in its grcat Performances of War; 

Wcrc t11CIC CnCOouragcments to bribc our carc 

Weuld we ro file, and finth fparc the pains, 

And add bur juſtncls ro our manly icnce. 

But, Sir, let nothing tempt you to bely 

Your $Kull, and jdemcnr, by mcan llactery 

Never pretend © hikea picce of Wit, 

But what, you rc certain, 15 correctly writ : 

But what has ſtood all Teſts, and is allow d 

By W TO unqucluonably pod 
bccaulcliome wild Eacwuhatts there be 

Wi bar thc Rulcs of Art in Poctry, 

Would have it rapture all, and fcarcc admit 

A man or lober icnlic T4 bc a Wat 

Orhcrs by this CONTIIT Mi bocn nfl : 

$0 much, that th2y re grown ſtat tably mad 

The Sorts alicct to be rertir'd alonc, 

Court Solitude and Converiation ſhun, 


- 


In dirty Cloaths, and a wild Garb appcar, 


And Iicarcc arc brouzhrt to cur thor 41S and Haz 


And 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 
And hope to purchaſe credit and cſteem, 
Wien they, like Crommel 5 Porter, trantick ſeem. 
Krangc that the very height of Lunacy, 
Beyond the curc of Allez, c'rc ſhould be 
A mark of the Eicct in Poctry. 
How much an Afs am 1 that us 44 to Blced, 
And rakc a Purge cach Spring ro cicar my Head ? 
None otherwilte would bc fo good as T, 
At lotty firamns, and rants of Poctry : 
bor, faith, Tam nor yct fo fond of Fame, 
To joke my Realon for a Pocts name 
Tho 1 my fclf am nor dilpos d to write; 
h others I may ſerve to ſharpen Wir : 
Kcquaint them What a Poct's duty 18, 
And how Ic thall periorm it with fuccels : 
Whoncc the matcrials for lus work arc foughr, 
And how with $.1ltul Art they muſt be wrought : 
And ſhcw what rs and 15 not dCCCnCcy, 
And whcrc lus tavirs and cxcclicncics lic. 
Good ſcnſc muſt be the certain Nandard (till 
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26 Horace bis Art of Foetry. 
If you'l arrive at that, you needs mult be Glor 


Well vers'd and grounded in Philoſophy - ' Ina 
Then chooſc a Subjett,which you throughly know, 
And words unſought thereon will cafe flow. 
Who c're wil write, muſt diligently mind 

The ſeveral ſorts and ranks of humane kind : 

He that has lcarnt, what to his Country's duc, 
What we to Parcnts, Friends, and Kindred owe, 
What charge a Stateſman, or a Judg does bear, 
And what the parts of a Commander are; 

Will never be at loſs (he may be ture) 

To give cach perſon their rrue portraiture. 

Take humane lite tor your original, 

Keep but your Draughts to that, you'T never fail 
Sometimcs in Plays, tho clic bur badly writ, 
Withnought of Force, or Grace, of Art, or Wir, 
Some one well humor'd Character we meer, 


Thar takes us more than all the empry Scenes, 


And jingling toys of more claborate Pens. 


Greece had command of Lancuarce, Wir and Sc 


For cultivating which ſhe ſpar'd no pains : 


Glory 
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Glory her ole deſign, and all her aim 


Was how to gain her {clt immortal Fame : 


ho wk. clay, 
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", Our Exeliſb Youth another way are bred, 
They're fitted for a Prentiſhip, and Trade, 


And Wingate's all the Authors, which they've" 


read. 
The Boy has been a year at Writing-Schoel, 
Hu karat Divites, and the Golden Rule ;; 
Scholar enough | crics the old doating Fool, 
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This is the top deſign, the only praiſe, 

And folc ambition of the booby Race: 

Wile this baſc ſpirit in the Age docs reign, 

And men mind nought bur Wealth and fordid gain, 
lan we expett or hope ir ſhould bring forth 

A work in Poctry of any worth, 

It for the learncd Bed/ey to admir 


Among its Sacred Monuments of Wu 2 


low 
« 
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A Poct ſhould wmform us, or divert, 


joyning both he ſhews his chictcſt Art: 
What- 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend ro vive, 


Bc ſure to lay them down both clcar and briet : 


By that they re calicr far roapprchend, 

By this more taithtully preferv'd in mind : 

All things ſuperſluous are apt to cloy 

The Judgment, and ſurcharge the Mcmory, 
Let whatſoc'rc of Ficthon.you bring in, 

Be ſo like Truth, ro fecm ar leaft akin : 

Do not improbabilitics conceive, 

And hope to ram thcm into my belick 


Ne'rc make a Witch upon the Stage appear, 


Riding enchantcd Broomftick throurch thc Air : 


Nor Camiba! a hvme Intant fpcew. 

Which hc had murthcr'd, and devour'd bur n 
The oravcr fort dituike all 

Which docs not (as they call it) cdific 

And youthtul ſparks as much that Wit deſpife 
Which is not ſtrew'd with plcaſant Garcrics 
Bur hc, that has thc knack of minolias we(ll 


Wharis of uſc with whar's avrcecable 


Horace bis Art of Poetry. 


That knows at once how to inftrutct and plcaſe, 


k paſtly crown by all mens ſuffrages: 


Thekc arc the works, which valued cvery where, 


Fanch Pax!'s Chureb-yard and the Stationer : 


Thee admuranon through all Nations claim, 


ad through all Agcs ſpread their Author's Fame. 


Yer there arc taults wherewith we ouoht ro 


bear 
in Inftrumcnt may ſometimes chance to jar 
h the belt hand, un fpight of all itscare-: 
Nor have 1 known that skilful Marks-man yer 
$ fortunatc, who ncvcr miſt the White, 
but where I many exccllencics fhnd, 
I'm not ſo mcciy critical to mind 
Each ſhoht miſtake an Author may produce, 
Winch humanc tra 5) juſtly may cxcul- 
Yet he, who having oft been taught ro mend 


A Fault, will hill purtuc it ro the end, 


ks like that ſcraping Fool, who the fame Note 


Is cvcr play ng, and 15 c\cr out, 
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30 Horace his Art of Foetry, 
And ſilly as that bubble every whit, 


Who art the ſeli-ſame blot is always hit, 
When ſuch a lewd incorrigible fot 
Lucks by meer chance upon ſome happy thought ; 
Among ſuch filthy traſh, I vex to feet, 
And wonder how (the Devil !) he came by't. 
In works of bulk and length we now and then 
May grant an Author to be overſcen : 
Homer himſclt , how facred e're he is, 
Yer claims not a pretence to Faulrleſneſs. 
Poems with Picturcs a rclemblance bear ; 
Some (beſt ar diſtance) ſhun a view too near : 
Others arc bolder and ſtand off to ſight ; 
Theſe love the ſhade, thoſe chooſe the cleareſt light. 
And dare the ſurvey of the $kilfull't cycs: 
Some oncc,and fomc tcn thouſand times will plcak 
Sir, though your ſclt ſo much of knowledg own 
In thelc affairs, that you can lcarn of none, 
Yet mind this certain truth which I lay down: 
Moſt Callings elſe do difference allow, 


Where ordinary Parts, and Skill may do : 
've 
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I've known Phyſicians, who reſpe&t might claim, 


Thothey nc're roſc to Wills his great fame : 
And there arc Preachers, who have juſt renown, 


Yet nere come up to Spraz, or 7 ilotſes : 


And Countcllors, or Plcaders in the Hall 

May have cſtcem, and practice, tho they fall 

Far ſhort of ſmooth-rongu'd Fixch in Eloquence, 
Tho they want Seldex s Learning, Vaubar's ſence. 


tur Verſc alone docs of no mcan admit, 


Whoc're will pleaſe, muſt plcaſc us ro the height : 


Hc maſt A Cowley OT 41 Fleckno bc, 
For there's no ſecond Ratc in Poctry : 


\ dull infipid Writer none can bcar, 


ad 


wt fl bn cy ery place he 1s the publick jcer, 

And Lumber of the Shops and Starioner, 

Ay No man that underſtands to make a Feaſt, 
mM) With a coarſe Deſſert will oftcnd his Gueſt. 
Or bring ill Muſick in to gratc the car, 

Sccauſc 'ris What the entertain might ſpare 
Is thc fame cafc with thofc that deal in Wir, 


Whoſe main deſign and end ſhould be delight 
c Ther 


I've 


— 


32 Horace his Art of Poetry. 
They muſt by this ſame ſentence ſtand, or fall, 
Be highly excellent, or not atall. 

In all things elſe, fave only Poetry, 
Men ſhew ſome ſigns of common modeſt y : 
You'l hardly find a Fencer fo unwile, 
Who at Bear-garden e're will fight a Prize, 
Nor having learnt betore : nor at a Wake 
One, that wants skill and ſtrength, the Girdle rake; 
Or be ſo vainthe pond'rous Weight to fling, 
For fear they ſhould be hils'd out of rhe Ring, 
Yet every Coxcomb will pretend to Verſe, 
And write in ſpight ot nature, and his Stars: 
All forts of Subjects challenge ar this time 
Thcir Liberty, and Property of Rhime. 
The Sor of honor, fond of being great 
By fomcthing elſc than Title, and Eſtate, 
As if a Patent gave him claim ro ſence, 
Or 'rwere entail 'd with an inheritance, 
Belicves a caſt of Foot-boys, and a ſer 
Of Flanders muſt advance him to a Wir. 


| 
| 
| 
} 
\ 
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But you who have the judgment to deſcry 

Where you excel, which way your Talents lie, 

[m furc, will aeycr be induc'd to ſtrain 

Your Genius, or attempt againſt your vein. 

Yet (thus let me advilc) it crc you write, 

Let none of your compolures fee the bghr, 


Till —» & been throughly weigh'd, and paſt the 
Ic 


Of all thoſe Judges who arc thought the belt : 


While in your Desk they're lock'd up from the 
Preſs, 


You've power to correct chem as you pleaſe : 

But when they once come forth to view of all, 

Your Faulrsare chronicled, and paſt recall. 
Orpheus the firlt of the inſpired Train, 

By force of powerful numbers did reſtrain 

Mankind from rage, and bloody cruclry, 

And taught the barbarous world civility. 

Hence roſe the Fiction, which the Poets fram 4, 


That Lions were by's ranctul Magick ram'd, 


C2 


- 


» _ m_— 
— —_—_ 


m_ 
—_— — —— 
—— ——_— a 


.  ——___—_ 


OO 


— cc wv u_— 


34 Horace his Art of Poetry. 
And Tygers, charm'd by his harmomous Lays, 


Grew gentle, and laid by thcir ſavancnets: 
Hence thar, which of Amphion roo rhey tell, 
The pow'r of whoſe miraculous Lute could call 
The well-plac'd ſtones into the 7heban Wall, 
Wondrous were the cfte&ts of primitive Verſe, 
Which ſerlcd and reform'd the Univerſe : 
This did all things to their duc ends reduce, 
To publick, private, ſacred, civil ule : 
Marriage for weighty cauſes was ordaind, 
Thar bridlcd luſt, and lawleſs Love reſtrain : 
Citics with Walls, and Rampicrs were inclosd, 
And Property with wholſom Laws diſpos' : 
And bounds were fix'd of Equity and Right, 


Toguard weak Innocence from wrongful might. 


Hence Poers have been held a ſacred name, 
And plac'd with firſt Rates in the Liſts of Fame. 
Next theſe, great Homer to the world appear'd, 
Around the Globe his loud alarms were hcard, 


Which all the brave to war-like athon frd : 
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And Tefrod after him with uſctul $kill 


Gave Leſſons ro inſtruct rhe Plough-mans toil. 
Verſe was the language of the godg of old, 
In which thcir facrcd Oraclcs were rold : 


In Verſe were the firſt rules of vertuec caught, 


And Doctrine thence, as now from Pulpits ſought 
By Verſe lome have the love of Princes gain, 
Who oft vouchiafc fo to be entertain'd, 

ind with a Muſe their weighty cares unbend. 
Then think it no diſparagement, dear Sir, 
Toown your felt a Member of that Quire, 
Whom Kings cſteem, and Hcaven docs inſpire. 
Concerning Pocts there has been conteit, 
Whether they're made by Art, or Nature belt : 
buc if I may preſume in this Aﬀair, 

imongſt the reſt my judgment rodeclare, 

No Art withour a Genius will avail, 

And Parrs without the help of Art will fail : 

t both ingredicnts joyntly muſt unite 


Tomake the happy Charatter complete. 


And 
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36 Horace his Art of Foetry. 


None at New-market cver won the Prize, 
Bur us'd his Airings, and his Exerciſe, 
His Courſes and his Dicts long betore, 
And Wine, and Women for a time forbore : 
Nor is there any Singing-man, we know, 
Of good Repure in cither Chappel now, 
Bur was a Learner once (hel treely own) 
And by long Practice to that Skill has grown : 
But cach conceitred Dunce, withour pretence 
To the leaſt grain of Learning, Parts, or ſenſe, 
Or any thing but harden'd impudence, 
Sers up for Poctry, and dares engage 
Wirh a!l rhe ropping Writers of the Age : 
_ Why ſkould uot he put in among /t the rel! F 
*« Damu him ! he ſcorns to come behind tle Beſt : 
« Dec/ares himſelf a Wit, and vows to drite 
« On the ne 


Scriblers of Quality who have Eſtate, 


' man, who e're diſoiens him fo. 


To gain applauding Fogis at any rate, 
Practiſc as many tricks as Shop-keepers 


| To force a Trade, and put off naughty warcs: 
FE 0 


rr 
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Some hire rhe Houſe their Follics ro expoſe, 

And are at charge to be ridiculous : 

Others with Wine, and Ordinarics treat 

A ncedy Rabblero cry up their Wir : 

Tis ſtrange, thatſuch ſhould che true dift*rence find 
Berwixt a ſpunging Knave and faichtul Friend. 
Take heed how you C're proſtitute your ſence 

To ſuch a fawning crew of Sycophants : 

All ſigns of bcing pleas'd the Rogues will teign, 
Wonder, and ble(s themſclves art every line, 
Swearing, © 7» ſoft ! "tis charming / "ts Divine!) 
Here they took pale, as it ſurpriz'd, and there 

[n a diſguiſe of grict ſqueeze out a rear : 

Oftr ſeem tranſported with a ſudden joy, 

Stamp and lift up their hands in cxtaſic : 

Bur, it by chance your back once turn'd appear, 
You'l have'em ſtrait pur out their tongues in jeer, 
Or point, or gibe you with a ſcornful ſacer. 

As they whorruly gricve at Funerals, ſhew 


Leſs outward forrow than hir'd mourners do ; 
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Sotruc Admirers lels concerament wear 
Beforc your face than the ſham-Flarterer. 

They tcl! of Kinzs, who never would admit 
A Conident, or bolom-Favourite, 
Till ftorc of Wine had made his {ccrers float, 
And by that mcans they diound his remper our : 
Twere well if Poers knew tome way like thi 
How to cliſccrn their triends from cnemics: 

Had you conſulted learned Ben of old, 


He woul. your faults impartially hayertold : 


« This Verſe correttion wants (he would have' 


lad) 
*- ind ſo does this : It you rephed, you had 


Tolitr!z purpoſe ſeveral trials made ; 

He preſently would bid you ſtrike a daſh 
b, 

O12 ai:, and put in better in the place : 


hz found you once a ſtubborn for, 


Bur 11 
Thi: would notbe corrected 1n a fault; 
He wouid no morc his pains and counſel ſpend 


On an abands:r'd Fool tnat ſcorn'd romend, 


Bur 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 41 
But bid you in the Devils name go on, 
And bug your dear impertinence alone. 
A truſty knowing Friend will boldly dare 
To give his ſence and judgment, whereſoc're 


He ſecs a Fault : © Here , Sir, good faith you're 
low, 


* And muſt ſome heightning on the place beſtow : 
«There, if you mind, the Rhime is harſh; and rough, 
* And ſhould be ſoſten'd to go ſmoot hlier off : 

* Towr ſtrokes are here of Varniſh left too bare, 

* Tour Colours there too thick laid on appear : 

Ton Metaphor is coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 

« This Word improper, and that ſexxe obſcure. 
Ia fine, you'l find him a ſtrict Cenſurer, 

That will not your leaſt negligences ſpare 
Through a vain fear of difobliging you: 

They are bur ſlight, and trivial things, tis true: 
Yet theſe ſame Trifles (rake a Poets word) 


Martter of high importance will aftord, 


When 
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4% Horace bu Art of Poetry, 
When e're by means of them you come to be 


Expos d to Laughter, Scorn, and Infamy. 

Not thoſe with Lord have mercy on their doors, 
Venom of Adders, or infetted Whores, 
Are dreaded worſe by men of ſence, and Wir, 
Than a mad Scribler in his raving fit : 
Like Dog, whoſe tail is pegg'd into a bone, 
The hooting Rabbleall abour the Town, 
Purſuc the Cur, and pelrt him up and down. 
Should this poor Frantick, as he paſt along, 
Intent on's Rhiming work amid(t rhe throng, 
Into Fleet-Ditch, or ſome deep Cellar fall, 
And till he rent his throat for ſuccor bawl, 
Noone would lend an helping hand ar call : 
For who (the Plague !) could guels at his deſign, 
Whether he did not for the nonce drop in ? 
Id tell you, Sir, bur queſtionleſs you've heard 
Ot the odd end of a Sicilian Bard : 
Fond to be deem'd a god, this *5l lit feems) 


In's at leapt headlong into /&:na's Flames, 


Troth, 


Troth, Icould be content an AX might paſs, 


Such Pocts ſhould have leave , when ere they 
pleaſe, 


Todie, and rid us of our Grievances : 
A God's name let 'em hang, or drown, or chooſe 
What other way they will themſelyes diſpoſe, 
Why ſhould we life againſt their wills impoſe? 
Might that ſame fool I mention'd, now revive, 
He would not be reclaim'd, I dare believe, 
But ſoon be playing his old freaks axnin, 
And ſtill the ſame capricious hopes retain. 

'Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledg 
Wherher for Parricide, or Sacriledg, 
Or ſore more ſtrange, unknown,and horrid crime, 
Done in their own, or their Fore-tathers time, 


Theſe ſcribling Wretches have been damn'd t 
Rhime : 


But certain 'ris, for ſuch a crack-braind race 
Bedlam, or Hog sdon is the fitreſt place: 
Withourt their Keepers you had better chooſe 


To meet the Lions of the Tower broke looſe, 
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44 Horace his Art of Poetry. 
Than theſe wild ſavage Rhymers in the ſtreer, 


Who with their Verſes worry all they meer : 


In vain you would releaſe your ſelf ; fo cloſe 
The Leeches cleave, that there's no gerring looſe. 
Remorſleſs they to no entreaties yield, 


Till you are with inhumane non-ſenſe kill'd 
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Iham forte vid ſacri, Gc. 


SI was walking in the Mad of late, 
Alone, and muſing on I know not what; 


N 


Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly I 

Knew by his name, and rudely ſeizes me : 
Dear Sir, I'm mighty glad to meet with you : 
— [And pray, how have you done thu Age, or two 2 
"Well I thank God ({aid I) as times are now : 
"I wiſh the ſame to you. And 1o paſt on, 


ping with this the Coxcomb would be gone. 


Buy 


46 Horace hu Art of Poetry, 
But when ſaw I could not thus get free ; 


I ask'd, what buſincſs elſc he had with me ? 
Sir (anſwer'd he) if Learwing, Forts, or Sence 
Merit your friendſhip; T have juſt pretence. 

& ] honor you (laid T) upon that ſcore, 

« And ſhall be glad to ſerve you to my power. 
Mean tune, wild to get looſe, I try all ways 

To ſhake him off : Sometimes 1 walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtill: 1 trown, I chafe, I frer, 
Shrug, turn my back, as in the Baigno, (weat: 
And ſhew all kind of figns ro make him gueſs 
As my impatience, and uncafineſs. 

« Happy the folk in Newgate! (whiſperd I) 

* Who, tho in Chains are from this torment free : 
* Wou'd 1 were like rough Manly in the Play, 

« To ſend Impertinents with kicks away / 

Heall the while bairs me with tedious chat, 
Speaks much abour rhe drought,and how the rate 
Of Hay is rais'd, and what itnow gocs at : 

Tells mc of a new Comet at the Fſagae, 
Portending God knows what, a Dearth, or Plague 


Horace his Art of Poetry, 47 
Names every Wench, that paſics through the Park, 
How much ſhe is allow'd, and who the Spark, 
That keeps her : points, who lately gor a Clap, 


And who at the Groom-Porters had ill hap 


Three nights ago in play with ſuch a Lord: 


When he obſery 'd, I minded nota word, 


And did no anſwer to his traſh afford ; 
vir, I perctive you fland on Therns (laid he) 

And fain would part : but, faith, it muſt not be : 
Come, let ws take & Bottle, 1 cned) © Nog 

"ir, 1 am in a Courſe, and dare not now. 

Then tell me whether you defign to go: 

['7 wait wpon you, * Ob! Sir, tis too far: 

* Toifit croÞ the Water : therefore ſpare 

© Tour needleſs trouble. Trouble ! Sir, 'tis none : 
To more by balf to leave you here alone. [ 1; 
I bave no preſent buſineſs to attend, 

At leaſt which I'll not quit for ſuch a Friend: 
Tell me not of the diſtance : for I vow, 
[Text the Line, double the Cape for you, 
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Good faith, I wil] not leave you: make no word; : A 
Go you to Lambeth 2 Ir it tomy Lords! H 


His Steward I meſt intimately know, 


Fave often drunk with by Comptreſier tos. a. 

| By this I found my wheadle would not paſs, N 
| Bur rather ſcrv'd my ſuſf'rings ro increaſe : «7 

l And ſccing'rwas in vain to vex, or fret, *F 

I paticntly ſubmitred to my fare. * 

Strait he begins again: Sir, if wou tne */ 

| x My worth but half fo threughly as I do ; «| 
| | I'm ſure, you would not value any Friend, Th 
7 ou have, like me: but that I won't commend £$h, 

| My ſelf, and my own Talents ; 1 might tel Ns 

h, | How many ways to wonder 1 excel. Ba 
None has a grearer gift in Poetry. Th 

. | Or writes more Verſes with more caſe than I. Le 
' R | I'm grown the ewvy of the men of Wit, 
- | IT kilFd ern Rocheſter with grief, and ſpight : W} 
| Next for the Dancing part / all ſarpaſs, Ar 
et, Andrew never mov 4 with ſuch a grace : $ir 
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Aud tu wel tnows, when ere / ng, or ſet, 


Humphreys, or Blow could ever match me yer. 


Here I got roomto interrupt : * Fave you 


« A Mother, Sir,or Kindred Irving now ? 


Net one : they are al dead. = IT rath, fo [ gueſt : 


« T be happier they (laid 1) who are at reſt. 
' Poor I am only left annurder'd yet : 
* Haſt, I beſeech you, and diſpatch me quite : 
* For I am well comvinc d, my time is come : 
* [When I was young, a Gypfic toll my doom : 
This Lad (laid the, and look'd upon my hand) 
Shall not by Sword, or Poiſon come to's end, 
Ner by the Fever, Dropfic, Gout, or Stone, 
Bat be ſhall die by an eternal Tongue : 
Therefore, when he's grown up, if be be wiſe, 
Let him avoid great Talkers, I adviſe. 

By this time we were got to Weſtminſter, 
Where be by chance a Trial had ro hear, 


Sir, if you love me, flep into the Hal 


- 


D 


And, if he were not there, his Cauſe muſt fall : 
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48 Horace bu Art of Perry. 
For one half hour. © T be Devil take me now, 


« Said I) if 1 know any thing of Law : 
« Beſides I teld you whither I'm to go. 
Hereat he madea ſtand, pull'd down his Hat 
Over hus cycs, and mus'd in deep debate: 
['m in a firaight (ſaid he) what 7 ſhall « : 
Whether forſake my buſineſs, Sir, or you. 
« Me by all means (fay T) No (ſays my Sort) 
T fear you'l take it ill, if I fbenld dit: 
I'm ſure, you will, * Not 1, by all that's good 
But I've more breeding, than to be ſo rude. 
* Pray, don't neglect your own concerns for me: 
« Tour Canje,good Sir | MyCanſe be dana d (Gays be 
I value t lrfs than your dear Company. 
With this he came up w me, and would lead 
The way ; I fncaking after hung my head. 

Next he begins to plague me with the Flor, 
Asks, whether 1 were known to Orr or not ? 
* Not /, thauk Heaven! I no Friefh beve bees : 
« Fave never Doway, vor Xt, Omers ſeen, 
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What think you, Sir ? will they Firz-Harris try ? 
Will be die, think you ? Tes, moſt certainly. 

[ mean, be bang d, © Would thou wert ſo (wilh'd 1. 


Religion came in next ; tho hc'd no more 


Than the Freach King, his Punk, or Contcſior. 
Ob / the ſad times, if ence the King ſbould die ! 
bir, are you uot afraid of Fopery / 

* No mort than my Supertors : why ſhould 1 7 

* Poe w# Effate in Abby Lands to loſe. 

Bat Fire, and Fax get, Sir, how like you thoſe ? 

* Come Taquiſition, ary thing (thought 1) 

"Ss Heavy n would bir), me to get rid of thee : 


7 


Wa tu ſome comfort, that my 7{cll is bere : 
J * ] nitd mo pan;/t mc u; bereafter fear: 

Scarce had 1 thought, but ic talls on anew 
How flandi it, Sir, betwixt bis Grace, and you 7 
* Sir, be's a man of ſenſe above the Crowd, 

* And (bam; the Converſe of 4 Maltitude. 
s: 141, Sir; (lays he) you re happy, who are wear 


His Grace, dad how the favour of his car : 


> 2 Hut 
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Rut I:t me tell you, if voul recommend 

T bus perſon here, your point will ſoon be gain d. 
Gad, Sir, FI] die, if my own fongle Wit 

Don't Fob his Minions, and diſplace em quite, 
And make your ſelf hn only Favear ite. 

« No, YOu are out abundantly faad I) 

* We live not, as you think: wo Family 

« 7 hronghout the whole three Kingdoms is more free 
« From thoſe 17 Cuſtoms, which are xi dto ſwarm 
« In great mens houſes ; none © re dots me harm, 
« Recanſe more Learned, or more rich, than 7 

« Rt cach man teeps his Flace, and bi; Degree. 
Tis mighty ſtrange (lays he) what you relate, 

« But nothing truer, take my word for that. 

T ou make me long to be admitted too 

Amoneſt his Creatures: Sir, I beg, that YOu 
Will fland my Friend : Towr Iateref is ſuch, 
Tou may prevail, I'm fare, you can do much 

He's one, that may br won upon, Foe beard, 


7 ho at the firſt approach acceſs be hard. 


J18 Favs, Scrape aud Cringe to bim, nay to bis Groom. 


L 


Horace his Art of Poetry, 


[1 ſpare no trouble of my own, or Friends, 
No coſt in Fees, and Bribes to gain my ends : 
Fl] jeek all opportunities to meet \ 
With bim, accoſt him in the very ftreet : 


Hang on his Coach, and wait upon bim home, 


Faith, Sir, this maſt be done, if we'l be great : 
Ireferment comes not at a cheaper rate. 

While at this Savage ratc he worried me ; 
by chance a Dottor, my dear Friend came by, 
That knew the Fellow's humox paſſing well : 
Glad of the fight, Ijoyn him we ſtand ill: 
Whencee came you, Sir and whitber go you wow 2 
And ſuch like queſtions paſt betwixt us two : 
Nrait] begin to pull him by the ſleeye, 

Nod, wink upon him, touch my Noſe, and give 
\ thouſand hints, to let him know, thart I 
Needed his help for my delivery : 

He, naughty Wag, with an arch flecring ſmile 


*Xcms ignorant of what I mean the while; 


D 3 I grow 
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I grow ſtark wild with rage, * Sir, ſaid not you, I 
« Tou d ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not lovg ago, > 
« I ith me in private + 1 remember't well: H 


Some other time, be ſure, I will not fail: 
Now I am in great haſt upon my word : 
A Meſſencer came for me from a Lord, 
That's in a bad condition, like to die. 


« Oh ! Sir, becantbeina worſe, than I : 


« 7 herefore for Gods ſake do not fir from hence. 

Sweet Sir / your pardon ; 7is of conſequence : 

I hope you're kinder than to preſs my ftay, 

Which may be Heat n knows what out of my Way, 

This ſaid, he left mc ro my murderer : 

Secing no hopes of my relict appear ; 

* Confounded be the Stars (ſaid T) that ſmay'd 

* This fatal day! would 1 bad trpt my Red 

« Iþ ith ficknefs, rather than been wvifnted 

« With this worſe Plagae ! what it] bavwe Tere dont 

« Topull this curſe, this beavy Judgment down? 
While I wasthus lamenting my ill hap, 


Comes aid at length : a brace of Bailiffs clap 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 
The Raſcal on the back : © Here take your Fees, 


4 find Gentlemen (laid 1) for my releaſe. 
He would have had me Bail. © Excuſe me, Sir, 
4 Foe made a Vow mere to be ſurety more : 
* My Father was undone byt heretofore. 

Thus I got off, and bleſt the Fares that he 
Was Pris'ner made, I fer ar liberty. 
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| 
T Hat docs the Poets modeſt With xe- 
quirec 


What Boon docs hc of gracious Hcav'n defirc / 
Not the large Crops of F/baw'{ goodly Soil, 


API 


Which tire the Mower's, and the Reaper's toil: 
Not the ſoft Flocks,0n tully Corſauld fed, 

Nor Lemfter Ficlds with living Flceees clad: 
He does not ask the Grounds , where gentle 


T hames, 


Or Seavern ſpread their fat'ning Streams. 
Whcre 4+ 


iv 
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Where they with wanton windings play, 
And cat their widen'd Banks inſenſibly away : 
He docs not ask the Wealth of Lombard:-ftreet, 
Which Conſciences, and Souls arc pawn'd to per. 
Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of Gold, 
Which Gatezy and Pers in ther rich boſoms hold, 


2, 

Let thoſe that live in the Canary Iles, 

On which indulgent Nature ever ſmiles, 

Take picaſurc in their plentcous Vintages, 

And from the juicy Grape its racy Liquor preſs: 

Let wealthy Merchants, when they Dine, 
Run ore their coſtly names of Wine, 

Their Cheſts of Florexce ,- and their Mont- 


Alchine, 
Their Mazts, Champarns, Chablees, Frontiniacks tell, 
Their Aums of Heck, of Backrag and Moſelle : 
He envics not their Luxury 


Which they with ſo much pains, and danger 
buy : 


- £6 


Horace bu Art of Poetry, 
For which ſo many Storms, and Wrecks they 
bear, 
For which they pals the Streights fo oft cach 
year, 


And ſcape ſo narrowly the Bondage of Argier. 


3. 
He wants no Cy: Birds , nor Ortelans, 
Nor Daintics ferch'd irom far to plcaſe his Sence, 


Cheap wholſom Herbs content his - Tug 
Board, 


The Food of unfaln Innocence, 
Which the mean'ſt Village Garden does afford : 
Grant him, kind Heav'n, the ſum ot his deſires, 
What Nature, not what Luxury requires : 
He only does a Competency claim, 
And, when he has ir, wit to uſe the ſame : 


_—_— ſound Health , impair'd by no Diſ 
C, 


Let him in ſtrength of Mind, and Body live, 
Bur not bus Reaſon, nor his Senſe ſurvive : 
His 


Horace bis Art of Poetry. 35 
His Age (if Age he e're muſt live to ſee) j 
Let it from want, Contempt, and Care be free. E 
But not from Mirth,and the delights of Poetry, « 
Grant him bur this, he's amply fatisf'd, 
And ſcorns whatever Fate can give beſide, 


4 
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Eleu fugaces, Foftbume, Foſthame, 


Labuntur anni, GT. _— 


L, 

Las! dear Friend, alas! time haſts away, 

Nor is it in our pow'r to bribe its ſtay ; 
The rolling ycars with conſtant motion run, 
Lo! while 1 ſpeak, the preſent minure's go nc, 

And following hours urge rhe foregoing on. 

'Tis not thy Wealth, 'tis not thy Power, 
'Tis not thy Picty can thee ſecure : 

They're all roo feeble ro withſtand 


Grey Hairs,approaching Agcand thy — _ 


Horace his Art of Poetry, L, 
When once thy fatal Glaſs is run, 
When once thy utmoſt Thred is ſpun, 
'Twill then be truitlefs ro expett Reprieve : 
Could'it thou ten thouſand Kingdoms give 
[In purchalc for cach hour of longer life, 


- They would not buy one gaſp of breath, 


Not move one jot incxorable Death, 


2, 
All the vaſt ſtock of humane Progeny, 
Which now like {warms of Inſects crawl 
2M Upon the Surtace of Earth's ſpacious Ball, 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, 
And in its Bowels buried lic. 
The mighneſt King, and proudeſt Potentate, 
In ſpight of all his Pomp, and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribute unto Fate, 
The buſic, reſtleſs Monarch of the times,which now 
Keeps ſuch a pother, and ſo much ado 
To fill Gazertes alive, 
And after in ſome lying Annal to ſurvive ; 
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60 Morace bis Art of Poetry, 
Ev'n He, evo that great mortal Man muf 


And ſtink, and rot as well as theu, and I, 7 

As well as the poor tatrer'd wretch , that begs hif And 
bread, 

T 

0 

Sa 


And is with Scraps out of the Common Basket fed 
3. 
In yain from dangers of the bloody Ficld we keep; F Nor 
In vain we ſcape B 
The ſultry Line, and ſtormy Cape, 


And all the treacherics of the faithlefs Deep : La 
In vain for hcalth to forcin Countries we repair; Hz 
And change our Engliſh for Mompellier Aar, Th 
In hope to leave our fears of dying there : kepr 
In vain with coſtly far-terch'd Drags weftrive Shs 
To keep the waſting vital Lamp alive : Wh 
In vain on Doftors feeble Art rely ; An 
Againſt reſiſtleſs Death there is no remedy : Than 


Both we, and they for all their $kill muſt dic; 
And fill alike the Bedrols of Mortality. 


Horace bis Art of Poetry. 


4- 
Thou muſt, thou muſt reſign ro Fareany Friend, 


And leave thy Houſe, thy Wifc,and Family behind: © 


Thou muſt thy fair, and goodly Mannors leave, 
Of theſe thy Trees thou ſhalr not with thee take, 
Save juſt as much as will chy Coffin make : 
Nor wilt thou be allow'd of all thy Land, to have, 
But the ſmall pitrance of a fix-foot Grave. 
Then ſhall thy prodigal young Heir 
Laviſh the Wealth, which thou for many a year 
Haſt hoarded up with ſo much pains and care: 
Then ſhall he drain thy Cellars of their Stores, 
Kept facred now as Vaulrs of buried Anceſtors: 
Shall fer ti entarged Bucrs ar liberty, 
Whach there cloſe Pris'ners under durance he, 
And waſh theſe Qtately Floors with better Wine 
Than that of conſecrated Prelares when they dine. 
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The PRAISE of 


HOM E R|: 
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mo 1 
O DE. 
'# f 
Ail God of Verſe! pardon that thus I take 


in vain 
Thy ſacred, everlaſting Name, 
And in unhallow'd Lines blaſpheme : 
Pardon that with ſtrange Fire thy Alrars +peofan: 


Hail thou ! ro whom we mortal Bards our Fatt 
ſubmir, 


Whom we acknowledg our fole Texr, and ho Or 
Writ : 


None other Judg infallible we own, 


But Thee, who art the Canon of authentick W Dor 
alone. 


| 


| 


The Praiſe of Homer. 63 
Thou art the uncxhauſted Occan, whence 


Sprung firſt , and ſtill do flow th" ercrnal Rills- of 


lence : 


To none bur Thee our Art Divine we owe, 


Thou art the mighty Bank, that cver dot tupply 


Throughout the world the whole Poctick Com- 
pany : 


z 


With thy vaſt ſtock alone they trafhck for A 


name, 


And fend ther glorious Ventures out to all rhe 
Coaſts of Fame 


How trulicr blind was dull Antiquity, 
Who tfaſtcn'd rhat unjuſt Reproach on Thee 2 


Who can the fcnſilefs Tale belicye 2 


Who can to the falſe Legend credit give ? 


| hd Orthink thou wanztcdſt ſight, by whom all others 
Ice t 


What Land, or Region, how remore fo cre, 


kW Docs no: fo well deferib'd in thy great Draughrs 


*PPCar 


From whom it had its Riſc, and full PertcCtion too. : 


That 


64 7 he Praiſe of Homer. 
That cach thy native Country ſeems to be, 


And cach thave been furvey'd, and meaſur'd out 
by Thee ? 


Whatever Earth docs in her pregnant Bowels bear, 
Or on her fruitful Surtace wear ; 
What e're the ſpacious Ficlds of Air contain, 
Or far extended Territorics of the Main ; 
Is by thy skilful Pencil fo exattly ſhown, 
Weſcarce diſcern where Thou , or Nature beſt has 


drawn. 


Nor is thy quick all-piercing Eye 
Or check'd, or bounded here ; 1 
Bur farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does deſcry: ff | 
Bcyond the Travels of the Sun, and Y car, 
Beyond this glorious Scene of ſtarry Tapeſtry, 
Where the vaſt Purliews of the Sky, H 
And boundlcſs waſt of Naturelies, 
Thy Voyages thou mak'ſt, and bold Diſcoveries. 
What there the Gods in Parliament debaze, 
What Vores, or Atts i'th' Hcav'nly Houſcs pals 


By Thee ſo well communicated was ; 


The Praiſe of Homer, Ho 
As if thou'dſt been of that Cabal of Srate; 


As if Thou hadſt been ſworn the Privy-Counſellor 
of Fate. 


I, 


What Chief,who does thy Warrior's great Exploits 
lurvey, 


Will not aſpire to Deeds as great as they ? 
What generous Readers would he not inſpire 
With the fame gallant Hear , the ſame ambitious 


Fire? 
Methinks from /da's crop with noble Joy I view 
The warlike Squadrons by his daring Condutt led, 
| ſce th' immortal Hoſt engaging on his fide, _ 
And him the bluſhing Gods our-do. 
Where e're he docs his dreadful Standards bcar, 
Horror ſtalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the 


Rere. 


Whole Swarths of Encmics his Sword docs 
mow , 


And Limbs of mangled Chicfs his paſſage 
ſtrow, 


And Floods of recking Gore the Field o're- 
flow : 


E 2 While 


66 7 be Fraiſe of Homer. 


Whilc Heaven's dread Monarch from his Throne 
ot Statc, 


With high concern upon the Fight looks down, 
And wrinklcs his majeſtick Brow into a Frown, 


To fec bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 


A; 
' 


While the great Macedonian Youth in Non-arc 
grew, 


Not ycr by Charter of his ycars fer free 
From Guardians, and their laviſh tyranny, 

No Tutor, but the Budg Philoſophers he knew : 
And well cnough tac grave, and uſctul Tools 
Might ſerve rorcad him Leetures, and to pleaſe 

With unintcllivible Jargon of the Schools, 

And airy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 


They might the Art of Prating , and of Brawling 
teach, Th 


And ſome inſipid Homilics of Vertue preach : 
But when the mighty Pupil had outgrown 


Their muſty Diſcipline , when manlier Thougits 


police Anc 


His gencrous Princely Breaſt, 


Now 


ling 


git 


The Praiſe f Homcr, 
Now ripe tor Empire, and a Crown, 

And flld with luſt of Honor, and Renown ; 

He then learnt to contemn 

The deſpicable rhinos, the men of Flegm : 

Strait he to the dull Pedanrs gave releaſc, 

And a more noble Maſtcr ſtrait took place : 

Thou,who the Grecian Warriour ſo could(t praiſe, 
As might in him juſt envy raiſe, 


Who one would think) had been limſelt roo 
lIneh 


To cnvy any thing ot all Mortality, 
"Twas thou that taughtſt him Leflons lofricr far, 
The Art of Reignine, and the Art of War: 
And wondrous was the Proorefs,which be made, 
While he the Acts of thy great Paxtern read : 


The world roo narrow for liis boundl:(s Conquctts 
grew, 


He Conqucr' onc,and wiſh'!,and wept for new : 
From thcnce he did choſe Miracles produce, 


And Fought, and Vanquittid by the Concutt of a 
Muſe. 


E 3 


68 The Praiſe of Homer. 
5. 
No wonder rival Nations quarrel'd for thy Birth, 
A Prize of greater and of higher worth 
Than that which led whole Greece, and Afia forth, 
Thar's that, for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And Troy with ten years War , and its Deſtruttion 
bought. 


Well did they think it noble to have bore that 
Name, 


Which the whole world would with ambirion claim: 
Well did they Temples raiſe 
To Thee, at whom Nature her felt ſtood in amaze 
A work, ſhe never tricd to mend, nor cou'd, 


In which miſtaking Man , by chance ſhe form'd 


How gladly would our willing //e reftgn 
Her fabulous Arthur, and her boaſted Conſtantine, 
And halt her Worthics of the Normas Linc, 


And quit the honor of their Births to be cnſur'd to 
+ Thine ? 


How juſtly might it the wile choice approve, 


Proudcr in this than Crete to have brought forth 
Almighty Jove ? 
6. Un- 


mm 


fb, 


The Praiſe of Homer, 


6. 


Unhappy we, thy Britiſ6 Oft-ſpring here, 
Who ſtrive by thy great Model Monuments to rear : 


In vain for worthleſs Fame we toil, 
That's penr inthe ſtrair limits of a narrow /ſe - 
In vain our Force, and Art we ſpend 
With noble labors to enrich our Land, 


Which none beyond our Shores vouchſate to un- 
derſtand. 


Be the fair ſtrufture nc'r {o well deſign'd, 
The parts with nc'r ſo much proportion joyn'd ; | 
Yet forcin Bards (fuch is their Pride, or Prejudice) \; : 


All the chozge Workmanſhip for the Materials ſake 
deſpiſe. 


Bur happier thou thy Genius didſt diſpence 
ln Language univerſal as thy ſence : 


| 
All the rich Bullion, which thy Sovercign Stamp | 
docs wear 


On every Coaſt of Wit does equal valuc bear, | 
Allow'd by all, and currant every where. 
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No Nation yet has been ſobarbarous found, 


Where thy tranſcendent Worth was not re- 
nown'd. 


Throughout the World thou art with Wonder 
read, | 


Wherc ever Learning does its Commerce ſpread, 


Where ever Fame with all her Tongues can ſpeak, 


Where ever the bright God ob Wir docs his vaſt 


Tournics take 


-=— 


Happy above Mankind that cnvied Name, 
Which Fatc ordain'd to be thy glorious Theme: 


What greater Gift could bountcous Heaven be- 
{tow | 


Oa its chict Favourite below ? 


What nobler Trophy could his high Deſerts be- 
fir, 


Than thc'e thy vaſt crc&ted Pyramids of Wit? 


Not Statues call in ſolid Braſs, 


Nar thoſe, which Art in breathing Marble docs Cx- 


preſs, 


Can Lcaſl an cqua] Life, or laſtingneſs 


C 
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With their well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 

A Nich in thy mayzeſtick Monuments of Fame. 

Here their embalm'd incorruptible memories 

Can proudelt Lowvres, and Fſcurials deſpiſe, 


And all the needleſs helps of Agypts coſtly Vani- 
ics. 


No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruin of the Spheres, 
Not all the waſhing Tides of rolling years, 


Nor the whole Race of batr'ring time ſhall e're wear 
our 


The great Inſcriptions , whuch thy Hand has 
wrought. 


Here thou, and they ſhall live, and bear an-endlefs 
date, 


firm, as enroll'd in the cternal Regiſter of Fate. 
For ever curſt be that mad Emperor, 
(And curſtcnough he is be ſure) 
May future PoersSqn his hated Name 
Shcd all their Gall, and fouleſt Infamy, 
And may it here ſtand branded with ercrnal ſhame, 
Who thought thy Works could mortal be, 
And ſought the glorious Fabrick todeſtroy : 
In 


— —— 
wenn 
——  — 


—© -2- 


— 
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In this (could Fate permit it to be done) 


His damned Succeſſor he had out-gone, 
Who Rome and all irs Palaces in Aſhes laid, l 
And the great Ruins with a Savage Joy ſurvey'd: 
He burnt but what might be re-built and riche 


made. 
But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded here, 
'T had raz'd what Age, nor Art could &'re repair. | 
Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, 4 
Whichat the final Doom 
This beautcous Work of Nature muſt conſume, 
And Hcav'n and all its Glories in one Urn entomb, 
Will burna nobler, or more laſting Frame: 
As firm, and ſtrong as thatir ſhall endure, ! 
Through ali the Injuries of Time ſecure, 


Nor dic, till the whole world its Funeral Pile be| ** 
come. An 
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'BION. 


ha 


Yair 


of Moſchus, bewailing the Death 
me. of the Earlof Rociestes. 


mb, 
Ourn all ye Groves, in darker ſhades be 


ſcen, 
Let Groans be heard,where gentle Winds have been: 
Ye Albiox Rivers, weep your Fountains dry, 

And all ye Plants your moiſture ſpend, and dic : 
Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were Men, 
Lament, until you be transform'd agen: 
Letevery Roſepale as the Lilly be, 

We And Winter Froft ſeize the Anemone : | 


| be 


[1 Paſtoral, in Imitation of the Greek 


YEE SIT AT GY poor re 


——_— 
\ 
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Burt thov, O Hyacinth, more vigorous grow 


In mournful Letters thy fad glory ſhow, 
Enlarge thy grict, and flouriſh in thy wa: 
For Bon, the beloved Bion's dead, 


His voice is gone, his runcful breath is fled. 


Come all ye Muſcs , come, adorn the Shepherd 
Flerſe 


With never-fading Garlands , wever-dying Verſe. 
Mourn ye ſweet Nightingalcs in the thick Woods, 
Tell rhe ſad news toall the Britifh Floods : 

Scc it to Tis, and ro Cham convey'd, 

To 7 hames, to Humber, and to utmoſt Tpeed : 
And bid them watt the bitter ridings on, 

How Bior's dead, how the loy'd Swain is gone, 
And with him all the Art of graceful Song. 


Come ye all Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd 
Frerſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


Ye gentic Swans ,- that haunt the Brooks, and 
Springs, 


Pine with fad prict, ayd droop your ſickly Wings: 


bl 
"rift 
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In doleful notcs the heavy los bewail, 


75 


Such as you fingat your own Funeral, 

Such as you ſung,when your lov'd Orpheus fell. 
Tell it to al! the Rivers, Hills, and Plains, 
Tell it to all the Bri:ib Nymphs and Swains, 
And bil thum too the diſmal rydings ſpread 
Of Eiow's fate, of England's Orpheus dead, 


Come all ye Mulſcs, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
erje, 


IF ith never-fadimg Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
No more, alas ! no morc that lovely Swain 
Charms with his runctul Pipe the wondring Plain : 
Ceaſt arc thoſe lays, ccaſt art thoſe ſprightly airs, 
That woo'd our Souls into our ravithe Ears : 
for which the iſ 'nipg fircams torgot ro run, 
And Trees Ican'd their attentive branches down : 
While the glad Hills, loth the ſweer ſounds to loſe, 
Lengthen'd in Echoes every hcav nly clote. 
Down to the melancholy Shades he's gone, 


And there to Lethe's Banks reports Ins moan : 


Nothing 


-— - 
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Nothing is heard upon the Mountains now 
Bur penſive Herds that for-their Maſter low : 
Straggling and comfortlels about they rove, 
Unmindful of their Paſture, and their Love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shephber 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garlands, never dying Verſe. 
For thee, dear Swain,fot thee, his much-lov'd Son, 
Docs Phebus Clouds of mourning black pur on: 
For thee the Satyrs and the ruſtick Fawns 
Sigh and lament through all the Woods and Law Xe 
For thee the Fairies grieve, and ceaſe ro dance 
Infportful Rings by night upon the Plains : 
The water Nymphs alike thy abſence mourn, 
Andall their Springs to tearsand forrow turn: 
Sad Echo toq docs in deepfilence moan, 

Since thou art mute,ſincc rhou art ſpeechleſs grow 
She finds nought worth her pains to imitate, 
Now thy ſweer breath's ſtopr by untimely fare: 
Trecs drop their Leaves to dreſs thy Funeral, 
And all thcir Fruit before its Autamy fall : 
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Each Flower fades, and hangs its wither'd head, 


And ſcorns to thrive, or live, now thou art dead : 
The blcating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 
The painful Bees negleQt their wonted toil : 

Alas ! what boots it now their Hives to ſtore [7 
With the rich ſpoils of every plunder'd Flower, 
I When thou, that waſt all ſweerneſs,art no more? 


Come all ye Muſes , come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſje 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Ne're did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore 
la fuch loud plaints utter their gricf before : 
Never in ſuch fad Notes did Philome! '7* 
To the relenting Rocks her ſorrow tcll : 1 
Ne'r on the Beach did poor Alcyoue 
$0 weep, when ſhe her floating Lover ſaw: 
wil Nor that dead Lover, to a Sea-fowlturn'd, 


Upon thoſe Waves, where he was drown'd, fo 
mourg'd : 


Nor did the Bird of Memnon with fuch grict | I 
tedew thoſe Aſhes, which late gave him life : | 
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As they did now with vying grief bewail, - 
As they did all lament dear Biow's fall. 


Come all ye Muſes, come , adorn the Shepherd" 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

In every Wood, on every Tree, and Buſh 

Thc Lark, the Linnet, Nightingale, and Thruſh, 
And all the feather'd Choire, that usd to throng 
In liſtning Flocks to learn his well-run'd Song, 
Now each inthe ſad Conſort bear a part, 

And with kind Notes tepay their Teachers Art: 
Ye Turtles too (Icharge you) here aſliſt, 


Let not your murmurs in the crowd be milt : 


To the dear Swain do not ungratetul prove, 
Thar taught you how to ſing, and how to love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come , adorn the Shepherd" 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never dying Verſe. 
Whom haſt thou left behind thee, «kilful Swain, 


Thar dares aſpire to reach thy matchleſs ſtrain ? 


La 
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Who is there attcr thee, that dares pretend l 

Raſhly co rake thy warbling Pipe in hand? 

Thy Notes remain yet freſh in every car, 

And give us all delight, and all deſpair - 

Pleas d Echo [till docs on them medirate, 

And to the whiſtling Reeds their ſounds repeat. 

Fax only cre can equal thee in Song, 

That task docs only ro great Pan belong + 
But Fas himfclt perhaps will tear torry, 
Will fear perhaps to be outdone by thee. 


Come all ve Muſes, come. adorn the S: epher 
Flerſe 


Hh ncwer fading Garlands, vever-d) ine Verſe. 
Fair Galatea wo laments thy death, 
Laments the ceaſing of thy tuactul breath : 
Otr the, kind Nymph, reſorted hererofote 
To hear thy arthu} mcaſures from the ſhore: 
Not harſh like the rude Cyclops were thy lays, 


Whoſe grating founds did her foft ears difpleaſc : 


Such was the force of thy cnchantine foneuc, 
: 
Thar ſhe for 2vercovid have heard thy Sorg, 


CL 
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And chid the hours, that did { ſwiftly run, 


And thought rhe Sun roo haſty to go down, 
Now docs that lovely Ne reid forthy ſake 
The Sca, and all hcr fellow Nymphs forfake: 
Penſive upon the Beach, the firs alone, 


And kindly rtcnds the Flocks from which rhou'r 
gone, 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the S! epherd 1 
Ft rſe, 


With never-fading Garlazds, nevtr dying Ver(, 
With thee, ſweet Bion, all the grace of Song, 
And all the Muſes boaſted Art is gone : 
Mute is thy Voice, which could all hear.s command, 
Whoſe pow'r no Sheperdels could cre, withſtand : 
All thc ſoft weeping Loves about thee moan, 
Ar once thcir Mothcrs darling, and their own : 


Dearer waſt thou to YVexus than her Loves, 


Than her charm'd Girdle, than her faithful Doves, 


Than the laſt gaſping Kiſſes, which in death 


Adonis gave, and with them gave his breath. 


Pa 


Ic, 
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Two Paftorals out of the Greek. 
This, Thames, ah ! this is now the ſecond lots, 


For which in tcars thy weeping Current flovys : 
Spencer, the Mulcs glory, wear belore, 
He paſt long ſince to the Elyfran ſhore : 


For him (they fay) for him, thy dear-loy'd Son, 


Thy Waves did long in lobbing murmurs groan; 


— 


Long fll'd the Sca with their complaint, anc 
moan : ku 


But now, alas ! thou do'ſt atrcih bewail, 
Another Son does now thy forrow call : 

To part with cither thou alike waſt loth, 
Both dcar to thee, dear to the fountains both : 
He largely drank the rills of ſacred Cham, | 


And this no lels of 74s nobler ſtream : 


Heſung of Hero's, and of hardy Knights 2 

Far-fam'd in Battles, and renown'd Exploits : q 

This meddled not with bloody Fights, and | 
Wars, 


Pan was his Song, and Shepherds harmleſs jars, 


Loves peaccful combars, and irs genrle cares. 


F 3 Love 
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Love ever was the fubyett of tus lays, 


And his ſoft lays did Veans ever plac 


Come, all ve Muſcs, come. adorn tht Shepherd, 


Hierſe 


Mith newer fading Cariaudi. wrt dying 6 (ie. 


Thou, ſacred Biox, art lamcnred more 

Than all our runctul Bards, that dy d belore : 
Old Chancer, who firſt raught the uſc of Veric, 
No longer has the rributc of our rears 

Milton, whoſc Muſc with fuch a daring flichr 
Led out the warring Seraphims to fight 

Blcſt Cowley roo, who on the banksof Cham 

So ſweetly ſigh'd his wrongs, and told his flame 
And He, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hill fo high, 
As made its glory with Parzefſas vie : 

And ſoft Orinda, whoſe bright ſhining name 
Stands next great Sapphe's in the ranks of fame 
All now unwepr, and uarclcnted paſs, 


And 1n our grict no longer ſhare a place 2 
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Bien alone docs all our tcars cnorols, 


Our tears arc all roo few tor Eien 5 loſs. 


Come af ve Muſcs , come, adors the Shepherd”s 


Fierie , 


With zeverfadttng Garlands , net er-dying Verſe. 


Thee all the Herdſmen mourn in gentleſt lays, 
And rival one another in thy prailc : 

In ſpreading Letrers they engrave rly Name 
On cvery Bark, that's worthy ot theſame : 


Thy Name is warbled torth by every rongue, 


Thy Name the Burthen of cach Shepherd's Song : 


Waller, the ſweer It of living Bards, preparcs 
for thee his tender'(t, and his mourntulit airs? 
And I, the mcancſt of the Brittth Swains, 
Amongſt rhe reſt oftcr theſe humble ſirains? 

It lam reckon'd not unbleſt in Song, 

Is what 1 ow to thy all-ecaching rongue : 


yornc of thy Art, fomc of thy tunctul breath 


Thou didfi by Will to worthicls mc bequearh : 


Others 
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Others thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 
To me thou didſt thy Pipe, and Skill youchſafe. 
Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepberd': 
teri $ 
IH ith never-fading Garlands, net er-dying Verſe. 
Alas! by whart ill Fate, roman unkind, 
Were wc ro fo ſcverea lor defirn'd ? 
The mcancſt Howers which the Gardens yicld, 
The vilcſt Weeds, that flourifhinthe Ficld, 
Which muſt crc long lic dead mn Winter s Snow, 
Shall ſpring again, again more vigorous grow : 
Y on Sun, and this bright glory of che Gay, 
Which night is haſting now to fnatch away, 
Shall riſc anew more ſhining and more gay : 
But wretched we muſt harder mcaſurc hnd, 
The >rcar'ft, the brav' it, the witti'it of mankind, 
Vica Death has once pur out their light, in yan 
Ever cxpccit the dawnot Litc again : 
Ja the Lark Grave inſcnſible they lie, 


| | Dig » aA N 
An Ll1crc Hicep out cnaic's crcerruty, 


wi oO R896» ad 


a1 


$0 plcaſc the Fatcs ro deal with us below, 
They cull our thee, and let dull Mevius go : 
Marius ſtill lives; ſti!l ler him live for me, 


He, and his Pipe ſhall ne'r my cnvy be : 
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There thou to filence ever artconfin'd, 


While lcfs deſerving Swains are lcfr behind : 


Nonecre that hcard thy ſwecr, thy artful ronguc, 


Will oratc thcir cars with his rough untun'd Song. 
| g 


Come, all ve Muſcs, come, adorn the $/ epherd's 


Herſe 


With weuver-fading Garlands, never-d) ing Verſe, 


A fierce Diſcaſc, (cnt by ungenrlc Death, 


Snatch'd Bios hence,and ſtop'd his hallow'd breath: 


A fatal damp put our that hcav'nly hre, 


That ſacred hcat which did his breaſt inſpire. 


Ah! what malignant ill could boaſt chat powr, 


Which his ſweet voice's mazvick could not cure? 


Ah crucl Fate! how couldſt chou chuſc but ſpace ? 


How couldſt chou cxcrciſc thy rigor hcrc 


Would thou hadſt thrown thy Dart at wortiilels te, 


And let this dear, this valucd lite go tree : 


t 


: 


: 


: ” 
LETetTT 


, 
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Better ten thouſand meancr Swains had dy'd, 


Than this beſt work of Narurc been deltroy'd. 


Come, all ve Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd; 
Fe rie 


I xiiib new fading Gar lands, never dying Verſe. 
Ah! would kind Dcath alike had fent me hence; 
ut Gricf ſhall do the work, and fave its pains : 

Gricf ſhall accompliſh my defired doom, 
And ſoon diſpatch me to E/yſrum : 
Thcre, Bien, would I be, there gladly know, 


How with thy voice thou charm'it the ſhades be 
low, ; 


ting, Shephcrd, ſing one of thy ſtrains divinc, 
Such as may melt rhe herce Flyfas Queen; 

She cncc her ſclt was pleasd with runcful firaing, 
And ſung, and danc'd on the Sicilian Plains : 

Fcar not, thy Sono ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 

F car not, but twill the putying Goddeſs move 


{ y 


S112 once was won by Orpheus heav aly lays, 
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And thine ys pow'rtul (queſtion nor, dear Swain) 


Shatt brng thee back to theſe glad Hills again. 


Ev'n I my (elf, did I ar all excel, 
Would try the urmoſt of my voice and skill, 
Would try ro move the rigid King of Hell. 


as <a _-" 


The Lamentation for 


ADONTS. 


Imitated out of the Greek of Bion 
of Smyrna. 


PASTORA L. 


— — _ 


Mourn Adoris, fair Adonn dcad, 
= dead, and all that's lovely, with him ficd : 
Come all ye Loves, come hither and bemoan 
The charming fweet Adonn dead and gone : 
Riſc from thy Purple Bed, and rich Alcove, 
Throw oft thy gay attire, greatQueen of Love : 


Henceforth in fad and mournful weeds appear, 
And all the marks of grict, and forrow wear, 


And 
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And tear thy locks, and beat thy panting breaſt, 


And cry, My dear Adonis is deceaft. 

| mourn Adexis, the ſoit Loves bemoan 

The geatlc tweet Adons dead and gone. 
On the cold Mountain lics the wretched Y 6uth, 
Kill'd by a Savage Boar's unpirying rooth : 
In his white thigh the faral ſtroke is found, 
Not whiter was that tooth, that gave the wound : 
From the wide wound faſt flows the ſtreaming gore, 
And fains that skin which was all ſnow before : 


His breath with quick ſhort rremblings comes and 


COTS, 
And Death his fainting cycs begins to cloſe: 
From his palc lips the ruddy colours fled, 
Fled, and has left his kiſſes cold and dead : 
Yet Fenus never will his kiſſes leave, 
The Goddcts ever to his lips will cleave: 
The kiſs of her dcar Yourh does pleaſc her ſtill, 
But her poor Youth docs not the pleaſure feel : 
Dead he feels not her love, feels nor her prict,s 
Feels not her kiſs, which might cv'n life retriye, 
I mourn 


W 
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[ mourn Adonis the fad Loves bemoan & 
The comely fair Adonis dead and gone. A 
Deep in his Thigh, deep went the killing ſmart, 'P 


But dceepcr far it gocs in /exus heart : A 
His faithful Dogs about the Mountain yell, B 
And the hard fatc of their dead Maſter tell : L 
The troubled Nymphs alike in doletul ſtrains I 
Proclaim his death chrough all the Ficlds and Plains & 1; 
Bur the ſad Goddeſs, moſt of all torlorn, 


With lovcediſtracted, and with forrow rorn, 


Wild in her look, and rutul in hcr air, 
With garments rent, and with diſhevel'd hair, 


A 
F, 
Through Brakes, through Thickers , and through p 
pathjcls ways, 7 

1 


Through Woods , through Haunts, and Dens of 
Savages, 


Undreſt, unſhod, careleſs of Honor, Fame, 
And Danger, flics, and calls on his loy'd name, 
Rude Brambles, as ſhe gocs, her body rear, 


And her cut fcct with blood the ſtones beſmear, 


She 


— 
. 


Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 9T 
She thoughtlefs of the untelt ſmart flics on, 


And fills the Woods, and Vallcs with her moan, 
Loudly docs on the Stars and Fatcs complain, 

And prays them give Adoni back again: 

But he, alas ; the wretched Yourh, alas ! 

Lics cold, and ſtiff, extended on the graſs: 

There lics he ſteep'd in gore, there lies he drown'd, 
[n purple ſtreams, that guſh from his own wound. 


!1 the fofr band 'of Loves their Mother 
mourn, 


Ar once of beauty, and of love forlorn. 

Venus has loſt her Lover, and cach grace, 

That fate betore in triumph in her face, 

By gricf chas'd thence, has now forſook the place” 
That day which ſnatch'd Adons trom her arms, 
That day bereft the Goddeſs of her charms. 


The Woods and recs in murmuring ſighs be- 
moan 


The fate of her Azons dead and gone. 
The Rivers too, as if they would deplore 
His death, with grief ſwell higher than before: 
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The Flowers weep in tcars of dreary dew, 


And by their drooping heads their ſorrow ſhew : 


But moſt the Cyprian Queen with ſhricks , and 
groans, 


Fills all the ncighbring Hills, and Vales, and 
Towns : 


The poor Adonis dead / is all her cry, 
Adonis dead ! fad Echo docs reply. 

Whar cruel heart would not the Queen of Love 
To melting tcars, and ſoft compaſſion move, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lover tcll, 
Saw his deep wound, ſaw it incurable ? 

Soon as her cycs his bleeding wound furvey d, 
Wit!h cager clips ſhe did his limbs invade, 
And . theſe ſoft, render, mourntul things ſhe faid : 


& YN "hither, O whither fiſt rhou, wretched Boy 


« Stay my Adonis, ſtay my only joy, 

« O ſtay, unhappy Youth, at leaſt rill 1 

« With on ©* kind word beſpeak thee, cre thou die, 
« Till Ionc. * more embrace thee, till I ſeal 


« Uponthy « \yinz lips my laſt farewel 


n. 


0C 


re, 


ork 
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« Look up one minute, give one parting kils, 
« One kiſs, dear Youth, todry theſe flowingeyes : 
« One kits as thy laſt legacy I'd tain 
*Preſcrve, no God ſhall rake ir off again. 
*Kils, wlnlc 1 watci thy ſwimming cye-balls roul, 
« Watch thy laſt gaſp, and catch thy fpringing foul, 
«Tl fuck itin, Ill hoard itia my heart, 
* ] with chat facred pledg will never part. 
« But thou wilt part, but thou art gone, tar gone 
* To thedark ſhades, and lcav ft me here alone. 
* That dy'Nt, but hopelcls I muſt ſuffer life, 
« Muſt pinc away with caſl:{scndleſs grief. 
* Why was I born a Goddeſs 2 why was1 
* Made fuch a wretch to want the pow'r to dic 2 
* If I by death\my ſorrows might redreſs, 
*It the cold Gravecoutid to my pains give caſe ; 
* I'd gladly dic, I'd rathcr nothing be 
* Than thus condemn'4d to immortality : 
* Inthat vaſt cmpry void, and boundleſs waſt, 


* We mind not what's to come, nor whats paſt, 
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94 Two Paſterals out of the Greek. 
« Of life, or death we know no difference, 


« Nor hopes, nor fears at all affeft our ſence : 
« Bur thoſe who arc of plcaſurconce berefr, 
« And muſt ſurvive, arc moſt unhappy lett : 
« To ravenous ſorrow they arc leſt a prey, 
« Nor can they cver drive deſpair away. 
« Take, crucl Proſerpine, take my lov'd Boy, 
« Rich with my ſpoils, do thou my loſs enjoy. 
« Take him relentleſs Goddeſs, forthy own, 
« Never till now waft thou my cnvy grown. 
« Hard fate! that thus the beſt of things muſt be 
* Always the plunder of the Grave, and thee : 
« The Grave, and thou new all my hopes cnorols, 
& And I forever muſt Adonis loſe, 
& Thou'rt dead, alas ! alas ! my Youth, thou'rt dead 
* And with thce all my pleaſures too arc fled : 
« They're all like fleeting vaniſhe dreams paſt 


orc, 


« And nought but the remembrance left in ſtore, 


« Ot caſted joys nc're to be taſted niote : 


£3 


I wo Faſtorals out of the Greek. 95 
* With thee my Ceftos, all my charms arc gone, 


* Thy Yeaus mult thy abſcnce ever moan, 
* And ſpend the tedious live-long nights alone. 
* Ah! heedleſs Boy , why would'ſt thou rafhly 


choolc 
«* Thy lt to dang rous plcafures to cxpoſe 2 


* Why would'ſt thou hunt? why would'ſt thon 
any morc 


* Venture with Dogs te chaſe the toaming Boar ? 
* Thou waſt all fair ro minc, tro humane eyes, 
* Bur not (alas !) ro tholc wild Savages. 


* One would have thought thy {wecrneſs migh* 
havc charm d 


* The rougheſt Kind, the ficrceſt rage difarm'd: 

* Minc (1 am furc) it could ; but wo is thee! 

* All wear not cycs, all wear nor breaſts like me. 
In ſuch fad words the Dame her griet did venr, 


While the wing'd Loves kept time with her com- 
plamt 


As many drops of Blood as from the wound 


Of Nlain ddevir (ell upoi thc oround, 
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95 Two Paſtoral; out of the Greek, 

So many tcars, and more you might have told, 
That down the cheeks of weeping Fea rout'd : 
Both tcars, and blood to new-born flow rs ive rilc, 
Hence Roſcs ſpring, and thenee Anemoncs. 

Ceaſe, ern, in the Woods tomourn thy Love, 

Thou'ſt vented fighs, thou'll laviſhe rears cnounh 
Soc! Goddeſs, where a 9lonous bed of Statc 
Docs rcady tor thy dear Adouis wait : 

This bed was once thc Scene of Love, and 1 Y, 
Bur now muſt bcar thy wretched, murdcr'd Boy 
There lics he, like a palc, and wither d Fower, 
Which ſomc rudc hand had cropt bcetorc its hour 
Yet {miles, and bcautics flill livein his face, 
Which dcath can ncver frighten from their place 
There |ct him lic upon that conſcrous bed, 

Where you loves myſlcrics fo oft have tried 

Where you's e enjoy d fo many an happy night, 
Each lenothcn'd into agcs of dclight, 
Tlirerc let hum lic, there heaps 0! Floweors Nrow I 
Roſcs and Lites ſtorc upon him throw, 


And myrtle Garlands laviſhly beſtow: 
Pour 
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Tito Paſtordls out of the Greek. 


Pour Myrrh, and Balm, and coſtlicſt Oyatments 


Now thy Adonis, now thy Youth is gone, 


Who was all fwccrnectics compriz4 ia one. 


| troop of mourning Lovcs about him wait : 


Watcr in Veſicls from the ncighb'ring Spring 


All equaily thew Mothcrs lofs bcmoan, 
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flowers are faded, Ointments worthleſs grown, 


Fach docs forme mark of thcic kind forrow {ſhow, 
One breaks his Shatrs, rothcr unftrines his Borr, 


\ third upon his Quiver wreaks his hate, 


F : 
garments oft, that brings 
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bn him with thei 
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93 Two Faſtorals out of the Greek. 
His gay, and airy Songs archeard no more, 


But mournful Strains, that hopeleſs love deplore 
Nor do the Graggs fail to bear a part 

With wretched Yexxs in her pain and ſmart : 

T he poor Adonis dead ! by turns they cry, 

And ſtrivein gricf the Goddeſs roout-vic 

The Muſes roo in {oiteſt lays bewail 

The haplcis Youth, and his fled Soul recal : 
Bur all in vain ;—ah! numbers are too weak 
To call rhe loſt, the dead Advis back : 

Not all the pow'rs of Verſc, or charms of Love 
The deat remorſlcfs Proſerpine can move. 


' Ceaſe then, ſad Queen of Love, thy plaints giz 


Orc, 
Till the next year reſerve thy grief in ſtore : 
Reſcrve thy Sighs, and rcars in ſtore till rhen, 


Then thou muſt ſigh, then thou muſt weep agen 
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Paraphraſe upon the 1 27. Pſalm. 
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T, 
Ver. 1. Ar trom our plcaſant native Paleſtine 


Where preart Fuphrates with a mighty 
current flows, 


And does in watry limits Babylon confine, 
Curſt Babylon / the caulc, and author of our woes ; 
Thcre on the Rivers {ide 
Sate wretched, Captive we, 
And in fad Tears bewail'd our milery, 


Tears, whoſe vaſt ſtore incrcas'd the ncighb'ring 
Tide: 


We wept, and {trait our grict before us brought 
A thouſand diſtant Obzcits ro our thoughr. 

As oft as welurvey'd the gliding Stream, 

Lov'd Jordan did our fad remembrance claim: 
As oft as wetladjoyning Ciry view'd, 


Dear Sens razed Walls our Grict renew 4: 


Py 


100 Paraphraſe upon the 177. Fjatm. 
We thought on all the Pleaſures of our happy Land, 

Late raviſhr by a cruel Conquirour's hand : 
We thought on cvery pircous,cycry mourntul rhing, 


< a 


That mizhtaccels to our enlarocd jJOrrow's bring | 


- 
, 


2. Deep (Hence told the greatneſs of our Grict, 
; Erict 190 great by Vent to find rchict : 
Oonr Harps as mute and dumb, as we, 
Hung uſclcſs, and ncvlected by, 


rn) now and then a broken Strinzs would lend 4 
{17h, 


As it with us they telt a ſymparhy, 
And mourn d their own, and our Captivity ' 
ow! kl Cr » 
1 hc TCNTIC ILIVCT LOOM, AS 1 C mi LINONATC FrOowN, 
As 'twculd its Natives crucity attone, 


A3 it paſt by, in murmurs gave a pitying Groan. 


LH 


, 
2, There tnc proud Con 


LY 
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Wito all our {uſt rinss and misfortuncs gave, 


Dil with rude Talolcnce our Sorrows brave, 
Ard wuhinlulting Raillery thus mockd our Pans 
Pl 


WT, 
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Paraphraſe Kpou the 1 J7. Flalm. I'Ol 


Play us (aid they) ſome brisk, and airy train, 
Such as your An eſtors were woxt to bear 
On Shilo's pleaſant Flain, 
IW here all the Virgins met in Dances once a year ? 
Or one of th: ſt, 
Which your illfrious David did com! ce, 
While he fl '4 Ilract s / app) T hroxe, 
Great Soldier, Poet, aud Mufician all in one : 
Oft (have we beard) he went with Harp in hand, 
Captain of ai th harmonious Baud, 
And V4 gut [bt al the O27 E 1177 hr x lee ; £17 alt HC 


4- Forbid it Heav'n! torbid rhou crcar thrice-hat- 
low'd Name, 


We ſhould thy Sacred Hymns dJetame, 
Or them with impious cars protane. 
No, no, inhumane ſlaves, is this a time 
(Oh cruc!, and prepoſtcrous demand ! 
When every Joy, and cvery Smiic's a crime, 
A Treaſon to our poor unhappy native Lang : 
Is thisa time tor ſprizhtly Airs, 
When every look the Badg of forrow wears, 


( 8 & And 


Paraphraſe «pon the 137. Pſalm, 
And Livery of our Miſcrics, 

Sad miſcries thar call for all our Breath in ſighs, 
And :!| the Tribute of our eyes, 

And mciſturcot our Veins our very Blood in tcars ? 


Whean:ahtcan claim our Thoughts , Jeruſalem, 
but thou, 


Nought, bur thy ſad Deſtruftion, Fall, and Over: 


throw 2 


3” 
5 Oh deareſt City ! latc our Nations juſtcſi 
Pride | 
Envy of all the wond'ring world beſide ! 


Oh ſacred Temple , once th' Almighty's blel! 
abode, 


Now quite forſaken by our angry God ! 
Shall cvcr diſtant time, or Place 

Your firm Idcas from my Soul deface 2 
Shall they nor ſtill take up my Breaſt 


As long as that, and Life, and I ſhall laſt 2 


Paraphraſe upon the 137. Pſalm. 103 
Grant Heav'n (nor ſhall my Pray'rs the Curſe 
withſtand) 


Thar this my learned, skilful hand 


Which now ore all rhe runctul ſtrings can boaſt 
command, 


Which does as quick as rcady, and unerring prove, 
As narure,when it would irs zoynts or fingers moyc) 
Grant it forgetits Art and fceling too, 

When I forget ro think, to wilh, to pray for you : 

6, Forever tied with Dumbneſs be my tongue, 


When it ſpeaks ought that ſhall not to your Praiſe 


belong, | 

f , 
If chat be not the conſtant ſubje&t of my Mule, and I 

Yong, b 

. 

| 

*, Remember, Heav'n, remember Edom on that | 

day, | 

And with like ſufferings their ſpight repay, | 

Who made our Miſerics their cruel Mirth and | 

SCOrn, l 

Who laugh'd to ſee our flaming City burn, | 

q 


And wiſl'd ic might ro Aſhes turn : 


Raze, 


104 Paraphraſe upon the 137. Pſalm. 


Raze, raze it (was their curſcd cry) 
Race all its ſtately Struftures down, 


And lay its Palaces, and Temple level with the 
ground, 


Till Sion buried in its diſmal Ruines lie, 
Forgot alike its Place, its Name, and Memory, 


8. And thou proud Wot juſt Obyect of our 
Hace, 


Thou too ſhalr fcel Fo ſad reverſic of Fate, 
Tho thou art now cxalted high, 

And with thy lotty head o'rcropſt the Sky, 

As if thou would'ſt the Pow'rs above defic;* 


Thou (it thoſe Pow'rs (and ſurethey will) prove 


juſt, 
It my Prophetick Griet can ought forcſee) 
Ere long ſhalr lay thar lofty head in duſt, 
And bluſh in Blood tor all thy preſent Cruclty : 


How loudly then ſhall we retort theſe birter 
Taunts ! 


How gladly to the Muſick of thy Fetters dincc | 


5. A day 


ur 


Ve 


Faraphraſe upon the 137. Pſalm. log 


F. 
A day will come (oh might I ſee't!) erclong 
That ſhall revenge our mighty wrong; 
Then bleſt, tor ever bleſt be he 
Whoever ſhall return on thee 
And grave it deep, and pay't with bloody uſury : 
May neither aged Groans, nor Infant Cries 


Nor pircous Mothers Tears, nor raviſhe Virgins 
Signs, 


Sofren thy unrelenting Encmics, 
Ler them as rhou to us incxorable prove, 
Nor Age nor Sex their dcat Compaſſion move ; 
Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funcrals, 
And all thou durſt attempt within our Sos Walls, 
May'it thou endure, and more, till joyful we 
Confels thy ſelt our-done in arrtul crue!ry. 
Bleſt, yea, thrice bleſſed be rhar barbarous Hand 
(Oh grief, thar I fuch dire Revenge commend ! ) 


Who rears our Infants from thcir Mothers 
Womb, 


And hurls them yet unborn unto rheir Tomb : 
Bleſt 


x06 FParaphraſe apon the 177. Fſalm. 


Blcſt he who plucks them from rheir Parents 
Arms, 


That SanCtuary from all common harms, 


Who with their Skulls, and Bones ſhall paye thy 
ſtreers all o're, 


And fill thy glutred Channels with their ſcatrer'd 
Brains and Gore. 
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6 ii; Thee,O God, werhyjuſt Prailes fing, 


To Thee we Thy great Name rec- 
hearſe : " 


We are Thy Vaſſals, and this humble Tribure bring 
To Thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 


Acknowledg'd fole and Soyercign Monarch of the 
Univerſe. 


All parts of this wide Univerſc adore, 
Eccrnal Father, thy Almighry power: 


The Skics, and Stars, Fire, Air, and Earth, and 
5ca, 


With all chcir numerous nameleſs Progeny 


Con- 


108 P araphraſe upon the 
Conſcſs, and their duc Homage pay to thee ; 


For why ? thou ſpaKk'it the Word, and mad It them 
all from Nothing be. 


To thce all Angels, all thy glorious Court on 
high, 


Scraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatſoever Spirits be 
Ot leſſer Honor, lels Degree ; 
To Thee in heavnly-lays ' 
They ſing loud Anthems of immortal Praifc 
Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry, 
This igthcir bus nels, this their fole employ, 
And thus they ſpend their long and bleſt Erernity 
2. 


Farther than Naturcs urmoſt ſhores and limirs 
{trerch 


The ſtreams of thy unbounded Glory reach : 
Beyond the ſtraits of ſcanry Time, and Place, 


Beyond the cbbs and flows of marter's narrow 
Seas 


They reach , and fill the Occan of Frerniry and 
SPace 


Li 
= 


An 
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latus'd hike ſome vaſt mighty ſoul, 


Thou do'ſt inform and actuare this ſpacious whole : 


Thy unlcen hand docs thc well joyntcd Frame fu. 
ſtain, 


Which clic would to its primitive Nothing ſhrink 
again, 


But moſt thou do'ſt thy Majeſty diſplay 

In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day : 
There us Thy reſidence, there do'ſt Thou reign, 
There on a State of dazling Luſtre fir, 

There ſhine in Robcs of pure refined Light; 


Where Sun's coarſe Rays arc but a Foil and 
Stam, 


And rctuſc Stars the ſweepings of thy glorious 
Train, 
3. 
There all Thy Family oft menial Saints, 
Huge Colonics of bicſt Inhabitants, 


Which Death through countlcſs Agcs has tranſplan- 
ted hence, 


Now on Thy Throne for cver wair, 
And fill the large Retinue of thy heav nly State. 


There 


1 | 
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Io Paraphraſe upon the 


There reverend Prophets ſtand, a pompous roodly 
ſhow, | 


Of old thy Envoys extraordinary here, 
Who brought thy ſacred Embaſſies of Peace and 


War, 
Thar to th' obedicnr, this the rebel world below. 
By them rhe mighry Twelve have their abode, 
Companions once of the Incarnate ſuft ring God, 
Partakers now ot all his Triumphs there, 
As they on carth did in his Milerics thare. 
Ot Martyrs next a crown'd and glorious Quire, 
Illuſtrious Hcrocs, who have gain'd 


Through dangers, and Red Scas of Blood the Pro 
mis'd Land, 


And paſs'd through Ordcal Flames ro the Ercrnaty 
in Fire. 


Theſe all make up the Confſortof thy Praiſe, 
To Thee they ſing (and never ccaſc) 
Loud Hymns, and Hallclujahti's of Applauſe : 
An Angel-Laurcat docs the Senſc and Strains com 


po ſe, 


Corb 


An 
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y 


ro 


/ /ymn of $:. Ambroſe. Itty 
Sence tar above the reach oft mortal Verſe, 


Strains far above the reach ot mortal cars, 


And all, a Muſe unglorified can fancy, or rehearſe 


4- 
Nor is this Conſort only kept above, 
Nor is it to the Bleſt alone confin'd ; 
Bur Earth, and all thy Faithful here arcjoyn'd, 
And firivero vie with rhem in Duty and in Love : 


And, tho they cannor equal Notes and Meaſures 
rail, 


Srive to return th impertect Echo's of thy Praiſe. 


They throuzh all Nations own thy glorious 
Namec, 


And evcry where the great Three-One proclaim, 
Thee, Father of the World, and Us, and Him, 


Who muſt Mankind , whom Thou didit make, 


Redeem 
Thee, bleſſed Saviour, the ador'd, rrue, onely Son 


To Man dcbas'd, to refcuc Man undone: 


—_ 
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112 Paraphraſe «pon the 
And Thee, Ercrnal, Holy Power, 


Who do'ſt by Grace exalted Man reſtore 
To all, he loſt by the old Fall, and Sin before + 
You bleſt and glorious Trinity, 
Riddle to baffled Knowledg and Philoſophy, 
Which cannot comprehend the mighty Myſtcry 
Of numerous One, and the nnaumber'd Three! 
Vaſt toplcſs Pile of Wonders! at whoſe ſight 
Reaſon it ſclt rurns giddy with che height, 
| Above the flutrring pitch of humane Wir, 
And all, burrhe ſtroag wings of Faith, that Eagle's 
rowring flight. 
$ 
Bleſt Jeſu |! how ſhall we enough adore, 


Or thy unbounded Love , or thy unbounded 


Power ? 


Thou art the Prince of Heav'n, thou art th' Al 
mighry's Heir, 


Thou art th' Eternal Off-ipring of th' Exernal Sire : 
Hail Thou the Workls Redecmer! whom to free 
From bonds of Death ond cndlefs miſcry, 


Thou 


Th 


An 


Fro 


To 
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Thou thoughr'ſt ir no diſdain to be 


Inhabatcr un low mortality : 
Th Almighty thought it nodiſdain 
Y 
Todwellin the pure Virgins ſpotleſs Womb, 


There did the boundleſs Godhead , and whole 
Heav'n find room, 


And a {mall point the Circlc of Infinity contain. 
Hail Ranſom of Mankind, all-great, all-good' 
Who didſt arrone us with thy Blood, 
Thy ſclf the Of-ſpring, Altar, Prieſt, and God : * 
Thy felf didſt dic ro be our glorious Bail 
From Death's Arreſts, and theercrnal Flaming Jail : 
Thy fclf thou gav'it th incſtimable Price, 


To Purchaſe and Redecmour morgag'd Heav'n and 
Happanels. 


Thither , when thy great Work on Earth bad 
cnd, 


When Death it feif was ſlainand dead, 
And Hell with all its Powers captivElcd, 
Thou didft anain triumph intly Afcend : 


H 2 There 


114 Faraphraſe upon the 


There do'!ſt Thou now by Thy grcat Father {it on 
huh, 


With cqual Glory, equal Mazcſty, 


oint-Rulcr of thc cverlaſtino Monarchy. 
*. P 


6 
Acain from thence thou ſhalt with greater Triumph 
COINC, 


When the laſt Trumpet founds the general 
Doom : 


And (lo !) thou com'ſt, and lo!) the dirctul found 
docs make 


Through Deaths wide Realm Mortality awake: 
And (lo!) they all appear 
At Thy Drcad Bar, 
And all reccive th unaltcrable Sentence there. 
Afirightcd Nature trembles at the diſmal Day, * 
And ſhrinks for ſcar, and vaniſhes away : 


Both that. and Time breath our thor laft, and now 
they dC, 


And now are {wallow'd up and loſt in va!t Erernity 


Mercy, 


bri 


Sat 
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Mercy, O mercy, anzry God ! 


Scop, Rop thy flaming Wrath, too fierce to be 
withſtood, 


And quench it with the D-turc of thy Blood; 
Thy precious Blood which was fo trcely fpiir 
To wath us from the ſtains of Sin an4 Guitr : 
) wrace us with it in the Book of Fare 
Amonett thy choſen, and predcſtinare, 


tree Demizens of Heav n, of thc Immortal Srate, 


Guige us, O Saviour ! cure thy Church bciow, 
Both W LY, and Star, C omp ifs, and Filot Thou: 
Do tou this rail and tort rin 4 Velkcl flees 
Through Latc's tempeſtuous Ocean ticre, 
Through all the colline Waves cot Fear, 
And dang rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Satc under Thee we thall ro the wilk'sd Haven move, 
And rcach the undhlcover 4 Lands of Blifs above. 
Thus low (benold !) to thy ercat Name we bow, 


And thus we cvecr will to grow : 


H 2 Con, 


116 Paraphraſe upon { be 
Conſtant, as Time docs thy fixt Laws obey, 


To Thee our Worſhip and our Thanks we pay : 
With theſe we wake the cheartul Light, 
With theic we Sleep, and Reſt invite ; 


And thus we ſpend our Breath, and thus we ſpend 
our Days, 


And nevcr ceaſc ro Sing, and never ceaſe to Prailc 


\ 


While thus cach Breaſt, and Mouth, and 
Ear 


Arc hllcd with thy Praiſe, and Love, and Fcar, 
Let never Sin oct room, or catrance there : 


Vouchlate, O Lord, throuph this and all or 
da) 3 


Toguard us with Thy pow riul Grace 
Within our hcarrs Ict no uſurping Luſt be found, 
No rcbcl Paſſion rumult railc, 
To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 
But (ct thy Watch of Angels on the Place, 


And kcep the Temprer flill from that forbidden 
ground. 


Hymn of St. Ambroſe. 
Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercics grant, 


Never, O Lerd, let us thy mercics want, 
Ne'er want Thy Favour, Bounty, Liberality, 
Burt let them ever on us be, 
4 Conſtant as our own Hope and Truſt on Thee: 
On Thee we all our Hope and Trult repoſe ; 
O never leave us to our Focs, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our Caulc: 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 


We'll fear no Danger, Death, nor Milcry ; 


| 


Fearleſs we thus will ſtand a falling worls 
With cruſhins Ruins all abour us hurl'd, 


And face wide-gaping Hcl) and a!l irs flighted Pow rs 
dehic. 
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A Letter from the Country to a Friend 


in Town, gruing an » Account of the 


eAuthor's Inclinations to Poetry. 


Td — 


Written in July, 1675. 


— | ——— 


A 


When herctotorc in Seyibzan exile pent, 


S ro that Poet (it fo greata one, as he, 


May ſuffcr in compariſon with me 


To which hc by ungrarciul Rowe was fon! 
It «l kind Papct trom I11S 4 ountry Can 


And worc ſubiebd lome knows , ani ful! 


Namc ; 
Thar like a pow rtul Cordial, did infuſc 
New litc into his ſpeeGhlo3 mraſping Muſe, 
And ſtrait his Gem, +thich before did feem 
Bound up in Ic, and frozen astheClme, 
r:2adly influcnce thaw d 
Diſloly'.l apace, anc. in folt numbers flow'd : 


Such 
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Such wejcome here, dear Sir, your Letter had 
With me ſhur u7 in cloſe conſtraint as bad : 
Not cager Lovers, held in long fuſpence, 
Wit warmer Joy, and a more render ſence 
Meet thote king Lines, winch a'l their wiſhes bleſs, 
And 5+, and Scal det:ver! Happinels : 
My = .:ctul Thouzhesfo rhrong to ger abroad, 
They over-runcach other in the crowd : 
To you with hatty flight they take their way, 
And hardly tor the dreſs of words will ſtay. 

Yet pardon, it this only fault I find, 
That while you praiſc roo much, you arc leſs kind : 
Conſider, Sir, tis i!) and danog'rous thus 
To over-lay a young and tender Mule : 
Prane, the hae Dicrt, which we're apt to love, 
It given to excels, docs hurtiul prove : 
Where it docs weak, diitcmper'd Stomachs meet, 
Thar furicits, which ſhould nouriſhment create. 
Your rich Pertumes ſuch fragrancy diſpenſe, 


Their ſweernels overcomes, and palls my ſcnce : 


On 
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On my weak head you heap fo many Bays, 

I ſink bencath 'cm, quite oppreſt with Praile, 

And a rcſcmbling fare with ham receave, 

Who in too klad a triumph tound his Grave, 

Smorther'd with Garlands, which Applauders gave. 
To you theſe Prailcs juſther all bclong, 

By alienating which, your iclf you wrong: 

Whom bcrrter can ſuch commendations fit 

Than you, whoſo well reach and prattile Wir / 

Verſc, the great boaſt of drudging Fools. from ſome, 

May moſt of Scriblers with much ſtraining come : 

They you! 'cm dribling, and in pam they write, 

As it they had a Strangury of Wit 

Your Pcn uncalld they readily obey, 

And ſcorn your Ink ſhould flow fotaſt as they : 

Each ſtrain of yours fo caſic docsappear, 2. 

Each ſuch a graceful negligence docs Wear, 

As ſhews you have none, and yet Want no care. 

None of your ſcrious pains or time they coſt, 


But what thrown by, you can afford for loſt: 
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li fuch the fruics of your looſc lciſure be, 


Your carciels minutes yicld ſuch Poetry ; 


We gueſs what proofs your Genius would impart, 


Did it employ you, asit docs divert : 
But happy you, morc prudent, and more wilc, 
With berrcr aims have fixt your noble choice. 
Whale (illy I all chriving Arts rctuſc, 

And all my hopes, and all my vigor loſe, 

In ſervice on that worſt of Jiles, a Muſe; 

For gainful bufincls court ignoblc caſc, 

\nd in gay Triſles waſt my ill-ſpent days, 

Lirtle I thought, my dcareſt Fricnd, that you 

Would thus contribute to my Ruanc roo : 
Orcrun with filthy Poctry, and Rhyme, 
The pradent reigning evil of rhe rune, 

L lack'd, and (well I did my ſelf affure) 

From your kind hand I ſhould receive a cure : 
When (10!) inſtcad of healing Remedies, 

Y ou cheriſh, and encourage the Diſcaſe : 


Inhumanc you hclp the Diſtemper on, 


Which was betore bur too inveteratc grown. 


AS 
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As a kind looker on, who intmreſt ſhares, 


Tho not in's ſtake, yer in his hopes and tears, 

Would ro his Friend a puſhing Gameſter do, 

Recal his Elbow when he hafts to throw ; 

Such a wiſc couale you ſhould have rook with me, 

A raſh and vent'ring fool in Poetry, 

Poctrs arc Cullics, whom Rook Fame draws un, 

And wheadlcs with deluding hopes to win 

Bur, when they hit, and moſt ſucceſsful arc, 

They ſcarce come off with a bare {aving ſhare 
Of /Ircmember) did witkc Friends diftuzads, 

Ad bid me quir thc trifſlins barren Tradc 

Otr have I rricd (Heav n knows) to morrtific 

This vilc, and wicked luſt of Poztry 

Bur ſtill unconquer'd it remains within, 

Fixt as an Habit, or ſome darlins Sin. 

In vain I berttcr ſtudics there would fow. 

Otren I ve cricd, but none will thrive. or grow 

All my beft cthouzhres, when I'd moſt ferious be, 


Are ncvcr from its foul mtcthon free : 


Ny 
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Na God forgive mc) when [ lay lay my Prayers, 

ſcarce can help polluting them with Vetſe: 

Tut fabulous W rerch of old reverit 1 ſeem, 

Who rurn what cre I rouch to Droſs and Rhyme, 
Oir to divert the wild Caprice, I try 

i Sovercigqn Wiklom and Philoſophy 

ghtly applied, will give a remedy : 

Strat the ercat Sraxyrire | rake in hand, 

Seek Nature, and my Selt ro underſtand : 

Much I reflcit on tis vaſt Worth and Fame, 

ind much my low, and groveling aims condemn, 

And quarrel, that my ill-pack'd fare ſhould be 

This vain, this worthlcfs thing call'd Poetry : 

Bur when 1 find this unregarded Toy 

Could his important Thoughts, and Pains employ, 

dy reading there 1am bur more undone, 


And mcct that daneer, which I went to ſhun. 


Wt when ill Humor, Shagrin, Diſcontent 
avelcifure my wild Follics to reſent, 


thus againſt my felt my Paſſion venr. 
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« Enough, mad rhiming Sot, cnough for ſhame, 


« Give o're , and all thy Quills to Tooth-picks 


damn : 
« Didſt ever thou the Altar rob, or worle, 
& Kill the Pricſt there, and Maids Recciving force ? 
« Whar clſc could merit this fo hcavy Curſe ? 
«« The greateſt curſe, I can, I with on him, 
« If rhere be any greater than to rhime) 
« Who firſt did of rhe lewd invention think, 


« Firſt made rwo lincs with founds reſembline 
1! 
cink, 


« And, ſwerving trom rhe calic paths of Proſe, 
& Ferttcrs, and Chains did on tree Senſe impoſe : 
« Curſt roo be all the fools, who fince have went 
« Miſled in ſteps of rhar ill Preſident : 

« Want bc entail'd thcir lot :——and onl go, 
Wrcaking my ſpighr on all the pugling Crew : 
Scarce the beloved Cowlry fcapes, tho I 

Might ſooner my own curſes fear, than he : 
Aud thus refolv'd againſt the ſcribling vein, 


I deeply {wcar never ro write again. 
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Bur when bad Company and Wine conſpire 


To kindle, and renew the fooliſh Fire, 

Scrairways relaps'd, I feel the raving fit 

Return, and ſtrait I all my Oaths forger : 

The Spirit, which 1 thought caſt our before, 

Enters again with ſtronecr force, and power; 

Worſe than at firſt, and tyrannizes more. 

No ſober good advice will then prevail, 

Nor from the raging Frenzy me recal : 

Cool Reafon's diftares mc no more can move 

Than men in Drink, in B-4lam, or in Love: 

Deaf ro all mcans which might moſt proper ſeem 

Towards my cure, I run ſtark mad in Rhime: 

A fad poor haunted wretch, whom nothing leſs 

Than Prayers of the Church can diſpoſlcſs. 
Sometimes, afrera tedious day half ſpent, 

When Fancy long has hunted on cold Scent, 

Tir'd inthe dull, and fruitleſs chaſe of Thought, 

Deſpairing I grow weary, and give out : 

Asadry Lecher pump of all my ſtore, 


- If loath the thing, 'cauſe I can do't no mare : 
Pe 
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But, when I once begin ro find again, 

Recruits of matter in my pregnant Brain, 

Again morc cagerl the haunt puriuc, 

And with trcſh vigor the lov'd ſport renew : 

Tickled with fome ſtrange pleature, which I had, 

And think a ſcrrefic ro all mankind, 

I pleaſe my ſelf with the vain, talle delight, 

And count none happy, bur the Fops that write. 
"Tis cndicls, Sir, to tcll the many ways, 

Whercin my poor deluded ſclt I plicaſc : 

How, whcn the Fancy lab'ring tor a Barth, 

With unfcle Throws brings its rude iftuc forth : 

How after, whcn 1mperiect ſhapclcſs Thought 

Is by thc Judgment into Faſhion wrought. 

When ar firſt ſcarch I traverſe o're my mind, 

Nought but a dark, and empty Void I find 

Some littlc hints at lcnothlike ſparks,break clicnce, 

And glimm'ring Thouyhrs juſt dawning into ſence : 

Contiuzd a wlule the mix: Idea's lic, 


With nought of mark to bz diſcover'd by, 


T ike 
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Like colours undiſtinguiſht in the night, 


Till thedusk images, mov'd to the light, 

Teach the diſcerning Faculty ro chuſe, 

Which it had beſt adopr, and which refufe. 

Here rougher ſtrokes, touch'd with a careleſs daſh, 

Reſemble rhe firſt ſirting of a face : 

There finiſhr draughts in form more full appcar, 

And to their jaſtneſs ask no further care. 

Mean while with inward joy I proud am grown, 

Toſce the work ſucceſsfully go on: 

And prize my ſelf in a creating power, (tore. 

Thar could make fomerhing, what was nought be. 
Sometimes a ſtiff, mwicldy thought I meet, 

Which to my Laws will ſcarce be made ſubmit : 

Bur, when, after cxpence of pains and time, 

Tis mandg'd well, and taught ro yoke in Rhime, 

| triumph more, than joyful Warriours wou'd, 

Had they ſome ſtour, and hardy Foe ſubdu'd : 

And idly think, lefs goes to theig Command, 


That makes arm'd Troops in well-plac'd order j 


ſtand, | } 
| Than | 
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Than to the conduit of my words, when they 


March mducranks, are ſct in juſt array. 


Sometimes on wings of Thought I feem on 
high, 


As mcn in ſlecp, thomotionlels they lic, 

Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mount and fly : 
So Witches ſome enchanted Wand beſtride, 

And think they through the airy Regions ride, 
Where Fancy is both Traveller, Way, and Guide: 
Then ſtraitI grow a ſtrange exalted riung, 

And cqual in conccit, at leaſt a King Y 

As the poor Drunkard, when Wine ſtums his brains, 
Anointed with that liquor, thinks he reigns. 
Bewitch'd by rheſc Dcluſions 'tis 1 writc, 

(The tricks ſome pleaſant Devil plays in ſpight) 
And when I'm in the freakiſh Trance, which 1 
Fond {lilly wretch, miſtake for Ecſtaſie, 


I find all former Reſolutions vain, 


And thus recant them, and make new again. 
« What was, I raſhly vow'd 2 ſhall ever 1 
«Quit my beloved Miſtreſs, Poctry 2 


Thou 


Al 
At 
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* Thou ſweet beguiler of my lonely hours, 


* Which thus glide unpercciv'd with ſilent courſe : 
* Thou gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd do'ſt keep 
* My Breaſt, and charm intruding care aſlcep: 


* They fay, thou'rt poor , and uncndow'd , what 
tho ? 


* For thee I this vain, worthlcſs world forego : 

* Let Wealth, and Honor be tor Fortunes ſlaves, 

* The Aims of Fools, and prize of crafty Knaves: 

*To me thou art, whatcre th' ambitious crave, 

* And all thar greedy Miſcrs want, or have : 

* In Youth, or Age, in Trave!, or at Home, 

* Hcre, or in Town, at Londor®ry ar ome, 

* Rich, or a Bcggar, free, or in rhe Fleet, 

« Whar cre my fatc is, tis my fate to write. 
Thus I have made my ſkritzed Muſe confeſs, 

Her ſecret Feebles, and her weakneſles : 

All her hid Faulrs the fers cxpos'd to view, 


And hopes a gentle Confeſlor in you: 
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She hopes an caſic pardon for her (in, 


Since'tis but what ſhe is not wiltul in, 

Nor yet has ſcandalous nor open been. 

Try if your ghoſtly counſel can reclaim 

The heedlcſs wanton from her guilt and ſhame : 

Artlcaſt be.not ungencrous to reproach 

That wretchcd frailty,which you've helpd debauch 
"Tis now high rime to end, for fear I grow 

More tedious than old Doarters, when they woo, 

Than travcl'd Fops, when far-fcrch'd lies they prate 

Or flatt'ring Poets, when they dedicate. 

No dull torgivencſs I preſume to crave, 

Nor vainly for my tircſom length ask leave : 

Leſt I, as often formal Coxcombs uſe, 

Prolong thar very faulr, I would excuſe: 

May this theſame kind welcome find with you, 


As yours did here, and cver ſhall ; Adicu, 
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Upon a Printer that expos'd him by 
Printing a Piece of bis grofly man- 


gled, and faulty. 


UIL and unthinking ! hadſt thou none but me 
To plague, and urge to thine own Intamy ? 


Had 1 fome rame, and incaking Author been, 
Whoſc Muſe to Love, and Sottneſs did incline, 
Some {mall Adventurer tn Song, that whines 
Chlors and Phyllis out in charming lines, 

Fir ro divert mine Hoſteſs, and nraſlead 


The heart of fome poor tawdry Waiting-Maid ; 


Perhaps 1 might have then torgiven thee, 


And thou hadſt ſcap'd trom my reſentments free 


Burl, whom ſpleen, and manly rage inſpire, 
Brook no affront, at cach oftence take fire: 
Born to chaſtiſe the Vices of the Age, 

Which Pulpits dare nor, nor the very Stage : 
Sworn to laſh Knaves of All degrees, and ſpare 
None of the kind, however great they are : 
ovince, and delighr, 

For whoſc dear fake alone T've vow'd to write: 
For this I ſeek pecations, court Abuſe, 

To ſhew my Parrs, and ſignalize my Muſe : 
rrrcl, as young Bullicsarc 

To make their Mettle, and their Skill appear: 
And didſt thou think I would a wrong acquir, 


Sarvr £5 my only 


Fond of x 


That covch'd mv renderſt part of Honor, Wir ? 


Ny 
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No, Villain, may my Sins nc'cr pardon'd be 
By Heav'n it ſelf, it cer I pardon thee. 
embers from breach ot Privilege deter 
By threatning 7opham and a Mellenger : 
Scroggs, and the Brothers ot the Cort oppoſe 
The torcc and dint of Starturcs, and the Laws : 
Strumpets of Bullinſgate redrels rheir wrongs 
By the ſolc noiſe, and toulncis of rheir Tongues : 
And I goalways arm'd for my delicnce, 
To punilh, and revenge an infolcnce. 
I wear my Pen, as others do rheir Sword, 
To cach affronting Sor, I meet, the word 
Is Satisfattion : ftrait ro Thruſts I go, 
And pointed Satyr runs him through and through. 
Perhaps thou hop Git rhartrhy oblcurity 
Should be thy ſateguard, and iccure rhee tree : 
No, wretch, 1 mcan from thence to terch thee our, 
Like ſentenc'd Fclons, to be drag'd about : 
Torn, mangled, and expos'd to icorn, and ſhame, 
I mean to hang, and gibber up thy Name. 
If chou to live in Satyr fo much thirſt, 
Enjoy thy wiſh, and Fame, till cavy burſt, 
Renown'd, as he, whom banith'd Ovid curſt : 
Or h-, whom old Archilochus fo ftunr 
In Verlc, that he tor ſhame, and madnets hung : 
Dearthlcis in intamy, do thou fo live, 
And let my Rage, like his, ro Haltcrs drive, 
Thou thougheſt perhaps my Gall was ſpcnt and 
gone, 
My Venomdrain'd, and Ia ſcnflefs Drone : 
Thoy thought(t I had no Curſes leit in ſtore 3 
Burt to rhy torrow know, and find I've more, 


More, 
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More, and more dreadtul yer, able to ſcare, 
Like Hell, and urge ro Daggers, and Deſpair : 
Such, thou ſhalr tecl, arc ſtill reſerv'd by me, 
To vex, and force thee to thy Deſtiny : 
Since thou haſt brav'd my vengeance thus ; prepare, 
And tremble trom my Pen rhy Doom to hear. 
Thou, who with ſpurious Nonſenſe durſt pro- 
tanc 
The genuine ifſuc of a Pocrs Brain, « 
May'!t thou hcreaiter never deal in Verſe, 
Bur what hoarſc Bell-men in their Walks rehearſe, 
Or Smithfield Audicnce lung on Crickets hears : 6 
May'ſt thou print —, or fomeduller Afs, 
Fordan, or Him, that wrote Dutch Hudibrafs : 
Or next vile Scribler of rhe Houſe, whoſe Play 
Will ſcarce for Candles, and their ſnuffing pay : 
May you each other Curſe; thy ſelf undone, 
And he the laughing-ſtock of all the Town. 
May'ſt thou nccr riſe to Hiſtory, but what 
Poor Grubſtreet penny Chronicles relate, : 
Memoirs of 7 yburn, and the mourntul State 
Of Cur-purſcs in /o/born Cavalcade, 
Till thou thy fſclt be the ſame fubzett made. 
Compell'd by want, may'ſt thou Print Popery, 
For which be the Carts Arſe, and Pillory, 
Turnips, and rotten Eggs thy deſtiny. 
Maul'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Cellier, 
Till thou daub'd ore with loathſom filth, appear 
Like Brat of ſome vile Drab in Privy tound, 
Which there has lain three months in Ordure 
drown'd. 


The 
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* ThePlagueof Poers, Rags, and Poverty, 

Debts, Writs, Arreſts, and Serjeants light on thee : 

For others bound, may'ſt thou ro Durance go, 

Condemn'd to ſcraps, and begging with a Shoe : 

And may'ſt thou never from the Jail get free, 

Till thou ſwear our thy felt by Perjury: 

Forlorn, abandon'd, piryleſs, and poor, 

As a pawn'd Cully, or a mortgag d Whore, 

May'ſt thou an Halter want for thy Redreſs, 

Forc'd to ſteal Hemp to end thy miſcries, 

And damn thy felt ro balk rhe Hangmans Fees. 
And may no ſaucy Fool have betrer fate, 
Thar dares pull down the Vengeance of my 

Harte. 
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